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AC i ICCKINOC. 
LL humane things are ſubject to decay, 
And,when Fate ſummons, Monarchs muſt obey: 


This Fleckno tound, who, like Auguſtus, young 
Was call'd to Empire, and had governd long: 


—— 


In Proſe and Verſe, was ownd, without diſpute 
Through all the Realms of Nox /ſex/e, abſolute. 
This aged Prince now flourithing in Peace, 
KF And bleſt with iſſue of a large increaſe, 
Worn out with buſineſs, did at length debate 
To ſettle the ſucceſſion of the State: 
And pondring which of all his Sons was fit 
— | To Reign, and wage immortal War with Wit ; 
Cry'd, tis refoly'd ; for Nature pleads that He 
Should onely rule, who moſt reſembles me : 
B Sh—— 


Fx MUC FEECKNOE © 
Sh alone my perfect image bears, 
Mature in dullneſs from his tender years. 


Sh alone, of all my Sons, is he 

Who ſtands confirm'd in full ſtupidity. 

The reſt to ſome faint meaning make pretence, 
But Sh never deviates into ſenſe. 

Some Beams of Wit on other ſouls may fall, 
Strike through and make a lucid interval! ; 

But Sh s genuine night admits no ray, 
His riſing Fogs prevail upon the Day : 

Beſides his goodly Fabrick fills the eye, 

And ſeems deſign'd for thoughtleſs Majeſty : 
Thoughtleſs as Monarch Oakes, that ſhade the plain, 
And, ſpread in ſolemn ſtate, ſupinely reign. 
Heywood and Shirley were but Types of thee, 
Thou laſt great Prophet of Tautology : 

Even I, a dunce of more renown than they, 
Was ſent before but to prepare thy way ; 

And courſly clad in Norwich Drugget came 

To teach the Nations in thy greater name. 
My warbling Lute, the Lute I whilom ſtrung 


When to King John of Portugal I ſung, 
| p Was 


- Was but the prelude to that glorious day, 


MAC FLECKNOE. 
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When thou on ſilver Thames did'ſt cut thy way, 
With well tim'd Oars before the Royal Barge, 
Swelld with the Pride of thy Celeſtial charge; 
And big with Hymn, Commander of an Hoſt, 
The like was.nc'er in Epſom Blankets tot. 
Methinks I ſee the hew Arzon Sail, 

The Lute ſtill trembling underneath thy nail. 

At thy well ſharpned thumb from Shore to Shore 
The Treble ſqueaks for fear, the Baſes roar : 


Echoes from Piſiing- Ally, Sh call, 
And Sh they reſound from 4— Hal. 


About thy boat the little Fiſhes throng, 

As at the Morning Toaſt, that Floats along, 
Sometimes as Prince of thy Harmonious band 
Thou weild'ſt thy Papers in thy threſhing hand. 
St. Andre's feet neer kept more equal time, 
Not ev the feet of thy own P/yche's rhime: 
Though they in number as in ſenſe excell; 

So juſt, fo like tautology they fell, 
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That, pale with envy, S7ng/eton forſwore 
The Lute and Sword which he in Triumph bore, 
And vow'd he ne'er would act YViZerius more. 
Here ſtopt the good old Syre; and wept for joy 
In ſilent raptures of the hopetull boy. 

All arguments, but moſt his Plays, periwade, 
That for anointed dullneſs he was made. 

Cloſe to the Walls which fair Auguſta bind, 

(The fair Augaſta much to fears inclind) 

An ancient fabrick, raisd t inform the ſight, 
There ſtood of yore, and Barbican it hight : 

A watch Tower once ; but now, ſo Fate ordains, 
Of all the Pile an empty name remains. 

From its old Ruins Brothel-houſes riſe, 


Scenes of lewd loves, and of polluted joys. 

Where their vaſt Courts the Mother-Strumpets keep, 
And, undiſturb'd by Watch, in filence ſleep. 

Near theſe-a Nurſery erects its head, 

Where Queens are fornvd; and tuture Hero's bred ; 
Where unfledgd Attors learn to. laugh and cry, E 


Where infant Punks their tender Voices try, 
And little Maximins the. Gods defy. 
| Great 


D, 
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Great Fletcher never treads in Buskins here, 


Nor greater Fohuſon dares in Socks appear. ' 
But gentle Simkzy juſt reception finds | 
Amidſt this Monument of vaniſht minds: 
Pure Clinches, the ſuburbian Muſe affords ; 


| And Panton waging, harmleſs War with words. 


Here Fleckno, as a place to Fame well known, 
Ambitiouſly deſign'd his Sh 
For ancient Decker propheſi'd long ſince, 

That in this Pile ſhould Reign a mighty Prince, 
Born, for a ſcourge of Wit, and flayle of Senſe: 


's 'Throne- 


To whom true dulneſs ſhould ſome P/yches owe, 


But Worlds of Mzſers from his pen ſhould. flow ; 
Humoriſts and Hypocrites it ſhould produce, 
Whole Raymond families, and Tribes of. Bruce. 
Now Empreſs Fame had publiſht the renown, 
Of Sh——-'s Coronation through the Town. 
Rawsd by report of Fame, the Nations meet, 


From near Bun Hil, and diſtant Watling-ſtreet. 


No Perfiay Carpets! ſpread th' Imperial way, 
But ſcatter'd Limbs of mangled Potts lay; 


B 3 From 
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From duſty ſhops negle&ted Authors come, 
Martyrs of Pies, and Reliques of the Bum. 
Mych Zeywood, Shirly, Ogleby there lay, 
But loads of Sh—— almoſt choakt the way, 


Bilk't Szatioxers for Yeomen ſtood prepar'd, 
And Z— — — was Captain of the Guard. 

The hoary Prince in Majeſty appeard, 

High on a Throne of his own Labours rear'd. 
At his right hand our young Aſcarius fat 
Rome's other hope, and pillar of the State. 

His Brows thick fogs, inſtead of glories, grace, 
And lambent dullneſs plaid arround his face. 

As Haznibal did to the Altars come, 

Sworn by his Syre a mortal Foe to Rome; 

Sos ſwore, nor ſhould his Vow bee vain, 


That he till Death true dullneſs would maintain; 
-And in his father's Right, and Realms defence, | 
Neer to have peace with Wit, nor truce with Senſe. 
The King himſelf the ſacred UnQtion made, | 
As King by Office, -and as Prieſt by Trade: 
In his ſiniſter hand, inſtead of Ball, 

He plac'd a mighty Mug of potent Ale; 


Loye's 


7e's 


| Full on the filial dullneſs:- long he ſtood, 
! Repelling from his Breaſt the raging God 
| At length burſt out in this prophetick 60d: 


MAC FLECKNOE. 


Love's Kingdom to his right he did convey, 


At once his Sceptre and his rule of Sway ; 

Whoſe righteous Lore the Prince had praQtis'd young, 
And from whoſe Loyns recorded Pſyche ſprung, 

His Temples laſt with Poppies were oerſpread, 

That nodding ſeem'd to conſeerate his head : 


2 Juſt at that point of time, if Fame not lye, 

! On his left hand twelve reverend Owls did fly. 
So Romulus, 'tis ſung, by Tyber's Brook, 

: Preſage of Sway from twice ſix Vultures took. 
| Th'admiring throng loud acclamations make, 

| And Omens of his future Empire take. 

| The Syre then ſhook the honours of his head, 


And from his brows damps of. oblivion ſhed 


. 


Heavens bleſs my .Son, from 7reland kt him reigrt 


; To farr Barbadoes on the Weſtern main ; 
| Of his Dominion may no end be known; 
| And greater than his Father's be his Throne. 


B 4 Beyond 
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Beyond loves Kingdom let him ſtretch his Pen: 
He paus\d, . and all the people cry'd Amex. 
Then'thus, continu'd he, my Son advance 
Still in new Impudence, new Ignorance. 
Succels let others teach, learn thou from me 
Pangs without birth, and fruitleſs Induſtry. 
Let Yirtueſo's in five years be Writ ; 

Yet not one thought accuſe:thy toyl of wit. 
Let gentle George 'in triumph tread the Stage, 
Make Dorimant betray, and. Lovezt rage; 
Let Culy,' Goekwood, Fopling, charm the Pit, 
And in their folly ſhew the Writers wit. 
Yet ſtillithy: fools ſhall ſtand in thy defence, 
And juſtifie-their Author's want of ſenſe. 
Let 'em be all-by thy own:model made 

Of dullneſs, [and defire no foreign aid: : 

That they, to future ages may be known, 
Not Copies-drawn, \but Iſſue of. thy. own. 
Nay let thy men gf wit too be the ſame, 

| All full of thee, and differing but in name ; 

* But let no, alien S—d/—y interpoſe 
To lard with wit thy hungry Epſom: proſe. 


— 


MAC FLECKNOF. &5 - 


_—_— 


KO —— 


And when falſe flowers of Rhetorick thou would'ſt cull; 

E Truſt Nature, do not labour to be dull ; 
But write thy beſt, and top ; and in each line, 
Sir Formal's oratory will be thine. 

E Sir Formal, though unſought, attends thy quill, 
® And does thy Northern Dedications fill. 

I Nor let falſe friends ſeduce thy mind to fame, 

J By arrogating Fohn/on's Hoſtile name: ' : 

ZLet Father Fleckno fire thy. mind with praiſe, 

E And Unclc Ogleby thy envy raiſe. 

7 Thou art my blood, where Fohnſon has no part; 
© What ſhare have we in Nature or in Art? 

; Where did his wit on learning fix a brand, 


- EF And rail at Arts he did not underſtand > ' 


& Where made he love in Prince Nicander's'vein, 
Z Or ſwept the duſt in P/che's humble ftrain? 
© Where ſold he Bargains, Whip ſtitch, kiſs my Arſe, 
ZPromisd a Play and dwindled to a Farce? 
Then did his Muſe from Fletcher ſcenes purloin, 
+ As thou whole .E:/ridg doſt transfuſe to thine 2 
© But fo transfu$d as Oylon Waters flow, _ 
| His always floats above, thine ſinks below. 


MAC 77 ECKNOE 


This i is thy Province, this thy wade way, 
New Humours to invent for each new Play : 
This is that boaſted Byas of thy mind, 

By which one way, to dullneſs, 'tis inclin'd. 
Which makes thy writings lean on oneſide ſtill, 
And in all changes that way bends thy will. 
Nor let thy mountain belly make pretence 

Of likeneſs; thine's a tympany of ſenſe. 

A Tun of Man in thy Large bulk is writ, 

But ſure thou'rt but a Kilderkin of wit. 

Like mine thy gentle numbers feebly creep, | 
Thy Tragick Muſe gives ſmiles, thy Comick ſleep. 
With whateer gall thou ſett'ſt thy ſelf to write, * 
Thy inoftenſive Satyrs never bite. 


In thy fellonious heart, though Venom lies, 
It does but touch thy 7ri/þ pen, and dyes. 
Thy Genius calls thee not to purchaſe fame 
In keen Iambicks, but mild Anagram: 
Leave writing Plays, and*chuſe for thy command 
Some peacefull Province in Acroſtick Land. 
There thou maiſt wings diſplay and Altars raiſe, 
And torture one poor word Ten thouſand ways. 


MAC FLECKNOE. nu: 
Dr if thou would'ſt thy diff 'rent talents ſuit, 


et thy own Songs, and ſing them to thy lute. 
e ſaid, but his laſt words were ſcarcely heard, 
For Bruce and Longvil had a Trap prepar'd, 


And down they ſent the yet declaiming Bard. 
'; inking he left his Drugget robe behind, 
Born upwards by A ſubterranean wind. 

The Mantle fell to the young Prophet's part, 


With double portion of his Father's Art. 
' 
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3 \I' S not my intention to make an Apology for my 


Poem: Some will think it needs no Excuſe; 


* aud others will receive none. The Deſign, [ am ſare, 


8 z honeſt: but he who draws his Pen for one Party, 


muſt expect to make Enemies of the other. For, Wit 
and Fool, are Conſequents of Whig and Tory: And 
every man is a Knave or an Aſs to the contrary fide. 
There's a Treaſury of Merits in the Phanatick Church, 
as well as in the Papiſt; and a Pennyworth to be had 


# of Saintſhip, Honeſty and Poetry, for the Leud, 


the Fattious, and the Blockheads : But the longeſt 
Chapter in Deuteronomy, has not Curſes enough for 
an Anti-Bromingham. My Comfort #, their mani- 
eſt Prejudice to my Canſe, will render their Judge- 


| ment of leſs Authority againſt me. Tet if a Poem 
7 have a Genius, 7t will force its own reception in the 
* World. For there's a ſweetneſs in good Verſe, which 


8 Tickles even while it Hurts: And no man can be 


heartily angry with him, who pleaſes him againſt his 
will. The Commendation of Adverſaries, w the 
greateſt Triumph of a Writer ; becauſe it never comes 
unleſs Extorted. But I can be ſatisfied on more eafie 


ferms ; 


16 


terms: If I happen to pleaſe the more Moderate 
fort I ſhall be ſure of an honeſt Party; and, in all 
probability, of the beſt Fudges: for, the leaſt Con- 
cernd, are commonly the leaſt Corrupt. And, T con- 
feſs, T have laid in for thoſe, by rebating the Satyr | 
(where Juſtice woud allow it) from carrying too ſharp 
an Edge. They, who can Criticize ſo weakly, as to 
imagine I have done my Worſt, may be convincd,. at 
their own Coſt, that I can write Severely, with more 
eaſe, than I can Gently. [ have but laugh'd at ſome 
mens Follies, when I coud have declaimd againſt 
their Vices : and, other mens Vertues I have commend- 
ed, as freely as I have tax'd their Crimes. And 
| wow, if you are a Malicious Reader, / expect you 
ſhould return upon me, that I affett to be thought 
more Impartial than I am. But, if men are not to 
be judg'd by their Profeſſions, God forgive you Com- 
mon-wealths men, for Profeſſing ſo plauſibly for the 
Government. Tou cannot be ſo Vnconſcionable,. as to 
(args me for not Subſcribing of my Name; for that 
woud reflect too groſly upon your own Party, who never 
dare; though they have the advantage of a Jury to 
Secure them. If you like not my Poem, the fault may, 
poſſibly, be in my Writing : (though "tis hard far an 
Author to judge againſt himſelf ;) But more probably 

' Ys in your Morals, which cannot bear the truth of it: 
The Violent, on both ſides, will condemn the Charadter 
of Abſalom, as either too favourably, or too hardly 
drawn. But they are not the Violent, whom f defire 
to pleaſe. The fault, on the right hand, is to Exten- 
wates: Palliate and Indulze; and, to confeſs. freely, F4 
- ave 


i | To the Reader. 
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te | have endeavoured to commit it. Beſides the reſpeth 
2 which I owe his Birth, I have a greater for his Heroitk 
n- | Virtues: and, David himſelf, could not be more tender of 
= | the Tounz-man's Life, than would be of his Reputation. 
'r | But, fince the mojt excellent natures are always the moſt 
p | eafie; and, as being ſuch, are the ſooneſt perverted by 
fol if Counſels, eſpecially when baited with Fame antl. 
it | Glory ; "tis no more a wonder that he withſtood nt the 
'e | temptations of Achitophel, than it was for Adam, not 
1e || 70 have reſiſted the two Devils, the Serpent and the 
ft | Woman. The concluſ1on of the Story, I purpoſely for- 
{= | tore to proſecute : becauſe, I could not obtain from my 
d4 || ſelf, to ſhew Abſalom Znfortunate. The Frame of it, 
u | was cut out, but for a Pitture to theWaſte; and, if the 
it | Draught be ſo far true, "tis as much as 1 defignd. _ 

'ofl Were I the Inventor, who am onely the Hiſtorian, 
1- | 7 ſhould certainly conclude the Piece, with the Recon- 
e || cilement of Abſalom to David. And, who knows but 
'o'ff this may come to paſs? Things were not brought to an 
et | Extremity where IT left the Story ; There ſeems, yet, 


r | 70 be'room left for a Compoſure; hereafter, there may . © 


'o | anely be for Pity. I have not ſo much as an uncharitable 
y, | i/þ againſt Achitophel; but, am content to be Accus d 
n | of a good natur d Errour; and to hope with Origen, that 
y | the Devil himſelf may, at laſt, be ſavd. For which 
ft: | reaſon, in ths Poem, he is neither brought to ſet his 
r | Houſe in order, nor to diſpoſe of his Perſon afterwards, 
y | © he in Wiſedom ſhall think fit. God is infinitely mer- 
e || cifull; and his Vicegerent is onely not ſo, becauſe he is 
not Infinite. 

The true end of Satyr, i the amendment of Vices 
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by correttion. And he who writes Honeſtly, 1s no more 
an Enemy to the Offender, than the Phyſician to the 
Patient, when he preſcribes harſh Remedies to an in- 
veterate Diſeaſe: for thoſe, are onely in order to pre- 
went the Chyrurgeon's work of an Enle reſcindendum, 
which 7 wiſh: not to my very Enemies. To conclude all ; 
If the Body Politique bave any Analogy, to the Natural 
zn my weak judgment, an At of Oblivion were as 
weceſſary in a Hot, Diſtemper d State, as an Opiate 
would be in a Raging Fever. 
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| TO THE UNKNOWN 
JAUTHOUR 
: Of this | 

c 


EXCELLENT POEM. 


Ake it as Earneſt of a Faith renew'd, 
Your Theme is vaſt, your Verſedivinely good: 


Where, tho the Ninetheir beauteous ſtrgaks repeat, 
And the turn'd Lines on Golden Anvils beat, | 
It Jooks as if they ſtrook 'em at a hear. 
So all Serenely Great, fo Juſt, refin'd , 
Like Angels love to Humane Seed enclin'd, > 
) It ſtarts a Giant, and exalts the Kind. 
Tis Spirit ſeen, whoſe fiery Atoms roul, 
So brightly fierce, each Syllable's a Soul. 
"Tis minuture of Man, but he's all heart ; 
Tis what the World woud be, but wants the Art: 
To whom ev'n the Phanaticks Altars raiſe, 
Bow in their own deſpite, and grin your praiſe. 


> C 2 As 
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As if a Milton from the dead aroſe, 
Fild off the Ruſt, and theright Party choſe. 
' Nor, Sir, be ſhock'd at what che Gloomy ſay, 


Turn not your: feet too inward, nor too ſplay. 
'Tis Gracious all, and Great : Fuii on your Theme, 


Lean your grievd head on David's Diadem. 
David that rebel 7ſraels envy movd, | 
David by God and all Good Men beloyd. 


The beauties of your A#ſalom excell: 
But more the Charms of Charming Annabel 
Of Annabel, than Mays firit Morn more bright, 
Chearfull as Summer's Noon, and chaſt as Winter 
Of Annabel the Muſes deareſt Theme, (Nightly 
Of Annabel the Angel of my dream. | il: 
Thus let a broken Eloquence attend, 
And to your Maſter-piece theſe Shadows ſend. 
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TO THE UNKNOWN 


AUT HOUR 


Of this 
ADMIRABLE POEM. 


Thought, "forgive my in, the boaſted fire 
| Of Poets Souis did long ago expire! ... -- 
Of Folly or of, Madneſs did accuſe | 
The wretch that thougi himſelf poſſeſt with Muſe; 
Laughd at the God within, that did inſpire 
With more than humane thoughts the tunefullQuire; 
But ſure *ris more than Fancy, or the Dream 
Of Rhimers ſlumbring by the Muſes ſtream. 
Some livelier Spark of Heavn, and more refin'd 
From Earthly droſs, fills the great Poet's Mind. 
Witneſs theſe mighty and immortal Lines, 
& Through each of which thinforming Genius ſhines. 
Scarce a diviner Flame inſpird the King, 
| Of whom thy Muſe does ſo ſublimely fing, 
G3 Not 
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Not David's ſelf could in a nobler Verſe 
His gloriouſly offending Son rehearſe, 

Th in his Breaſt the Prophet's Fury met, 
The Father's Fondneſs, and the Poer's Wir. 


. . 


Here all conſent in Wonder and in Praile, 
And to the Unknown Poet Altars raile. 
Which thou muſt needs accept with equal joy, 
As when ZZx&#as heard the Wars of Troy, 
Wrapt up himſelf in darkneſs and unſeen, 
Extolfd with Wonder by the 7yrian Queen. 


Sure thou already art fecure of Fame, 

Nor want'ſt new Glories to exalt thy Name: 
What Father elſe woud have refusd to own 
So great a Son as God-like A#/ſalon ? 


R. D. 
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TO THE CONCEALD 


AUTHOU " 


Ot this 
INCOMPARABLE POEM. 


Ail Heav'n-born Muſe! hail ev'ry Sacred page ! 
The Glory of our Ile and of our Age. 


Th' inſpiring Sun to A/bjon draws more nigh, 
The North at length teems with a Work to vie 
With Homer's Flame and YVirgzil!'s Majeſty. 

| While Pindus lofty Heights our Poet ſought, 


(His raviſht Mind with vaſt 7Jea's fraught) 
Our Language fail'd beneath his riſing Thought ; 


He dreins of all their Gold tadorn his Lines; 
Through each of which the Mantuan Genius ſhines. 
The Rock obey'd the pow'rfull Zebrew Guide, 
Her flinty Breaſt diffolv'd into a Tide : 
Thus on our ſtu:borti Language he prevails, 
And makes the Helicon ih which he fail. 

ON The Diale&t, as well as ſenſe; invents, 


This checks not his Attempt, for Mars's Mines, 


And, with his Poem, a new ſpeech preſents. 
C 4 Hall 
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_ ._— 


Hail then thou matchleſs Bard, thou great Unknown, 
That give your Country Fame, yet ſhun your own! 


», 


In vain for evry where your Praiſe you find, 


\ And not to meet it, you mult ſhun Mankind. 


And ev'n the Fa&tious give your Verſe applauſe, 
Whoſe Lightning ſtrikes to ground their Idol Cauſe. 


Your Loyal Theme each Loyal Reader draws, 


The Cauſe for whoſe dear ſake they drank a Flood 


Of Civil Gore, nor ſpard the Royal-bloud: 
The Cauſe whoſe growth to cruſh, our Prelates wrote 
In vain, almoſt in vain our Zero's fought. 
Yet by one Stabb of your keen Satyr dies: 
Before your Sacred Lines their Shatter'd Dagoz lies. 

. Oh! If unworthy we appear to know 
The Sire, to whom this Lovely Birth we owe: 
(Deny'd our ready Homage to expreſs, 
And can at beſt but thanktfull be by gueſs: ) 
This hope remains, —May David's God-like Mind, 
(For him 'twas wrote) the Unknown Authour find : 
And, having found, ſhow'r equal Favours down 


On Wit ſo vaſt as cou'd oblige a Crown. 
N. T. 


ABS A- 


("255F:: * v 


$120207+025-0 020000054 | 
SIGSIPDEEDESESSSSGGES | 


| ABSALOM 


> — 


/N, 
1 | 


AND 
|A-@HIT:O-PHEL. 


—D 


c 


A POEM 


—_— 
—_— 


N pious Times, cer Prieſt-Craft did begin, | 
| Before Polygamy was made a Sin ; 
When Man on many, multiplid his kind, 


Eer one to one was, curſedly, confin'd: 
When Nature prompted, and no Law denid 
| Promiſcuous uſe of Concubine and Bride; 
Then, 7ſrael's Monarch, after Heavens own heart, 
His vigorous warmth did variouſly, impart. _ , | 
-l Ws To 


F 26 ABSALOM and ACHITOPHEL. 


Scatterd his Maker's Image through the Land. 
Michal, of Royal Blood, the Crown did wear; 
A Soil ungratefull to the Tiller's care: 

Not fo the reſt ; for ſeveral Mothers bore 

To God-like David, ſeveral Sons before. 

But, ſince like Slaves his Bed they did aſcend, 
No true Succeffion cou'd their Seed attend. 

Of all the Numerous Progeny was none * — 
So Beautifull, ſo Brave as Abſalos : 

Whether, inſpird by ſome diviner Luſt, 

His Father got him with a greater Guſt ; 

Or that his Conſcious Deſtiny made way, 


By manly Beauty to Imperial Sway. 

Early in Foreign Fields he won Renown, 

With Kings and States alli'd to raePs Crown : 
In Peace the thoughts of War he cou'd remove, 
And ſeem'd as he were onely born for Love. 
What cer he did, was done with ſo much eaſe, 
In him alone, *twas Natural to pleaſe: 

His motions all accompani'd with grace; 

And Paradiſe was open'd in his face. 


— 


To Waves and Slaves: and, wide as his C mmand, 


Ted 
FX 
# 


ABSALOM and ACHITOPHEL. 27 - 
ith ſecret Joy, indulgent David view'd 
is Youthfull Image in his Son renew'd: 
o all his wiſhes nothing he denid; 
+ And made the Charming Annabel his Bride. 
! What faults he had (for who from faults is free?) 
” His Father cou'd not, or he wou'd not ſee. 
8 Some warm exceſſes, which the Law forbore, 
! Where conſtru'd Youth that purgd by boiling o'er: 
; And Amnon's Murther, by a ſpecious Name, 
| © Was calld a Juſt Revenge for injur'd Fame. 
; Thus Prais'd, and Lov'd, the Noble Youth retnain'd, 
* While David, undiſturbd in Sox reignd. 
7 But Life can never be ſincerely bleſt: 
. Heav'n puniſhes the bad, and proves the beſt. 
The Fews, a Head-ſtrong, Moody, Marmring race, 
As ever try'd th' extent and ſtretch of grace; 
God's pamper'd People whom, debauchd with eaſe, 
No King cou'd govern, nor no God cou'd pleaſe; 
| (Gods they had try'd of every ſhape and ſize, 
That God-fmiths cou'd produce, or Prieſts deviſe:) 
Theſe Adam-wits, too fortunately free, 
Began to dream they wanted Liberty, 


— 


d, 


tt 
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And when no rule, no preſident was fad; 

Of men, by Laws leſs circumſcrib'd and bound; 
They led their wild deſires to Woods and Caves ; 
And thought that all but Savages were Slaves. | 
They who, when Sal was dead, without a blow, 4 
Made fooliſh Iſhboſheth the Crown forego; ; 
Who baniſht. David did from Hebron bring, 

And, with a General ſhout, proclaimd him King : # 
Thoſe very Fews, who, at their very beſt, 

Their Humour more-than Loyalty expreſt, 

Now, wondred why, ſo long, they had obey'd 
An Idol Monarch which their hands had made: ; 
Thought they might ruine. him they cou'd create z i; 
Or melt him to that Golden Calf, a State. | 
But theſe were random Bolts: No form'd Deſign; 
Nor Intereſt made the Faftious Croud to joyn: 
The ſober part of Iſrael, free from ſtain, 

Well knew the value of a peacefull Reign; 

And, looking backward with a wiſe afright, 
Saw Seams of wounds, diſhoneſt to the ſight : 
In contemplation of whoſe ugly Scars, 

* "They curſt the memory of Civil Wars, | 
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| The moderate fort of Men, thus qualifid, | 
{nclin'd the Ballance to the better ſide: 


And, Pavid's mildneſs managd it ſo well, 
; The bad found no occaſion to Rebell. 
, But, when to Sin our byaſt Nature leans, 
| ; The carckull Devil is ſtill at hand with means ; 
And providently Pimps for 1]l detires ; 
| The Good Old Cauſe revivd, a Plot requires. 
, | Plots, true or falſe, are neceſſary things, | | 


; To raiſe up Common-wealths, and ruine Kings. 


| Th Inhabitants of old Feruſalem 
l Were Jebu/ites: the Town fo call'd from them; 
7 And their's the Native right 


& But when the choſen People grew more ſtrong, 
| The rightfull cauſe at length became the wrong : 
8 And every loſs the men of Febus bore, 
"B They ſtill were thought God's enemies the more. 
"FE Thus, worn and weakn'd, well or ill content, 
Submit they muſt to David's Government : 
Impoveriſh't and depriv'd of all Command, 
Their Taxes doubled as they loſt their Land; 


And, 
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And, what was harder yet to fleſh and blood, y 
Their Gods difgrac'd, and burnt like Common Woolf 
This ſet the Heathen Prieſthood in a flame; 
For Prieſts of all Religions are the fame: 

Of whatſoeer deſcent their Godhead be, 1 
Stock, Stone, or other homely Pedigree, - ©: 
In his Defence his Servants are as bold, : 
As if he had been born of beaten Gold. Þ 
The Jewiſh Rabbins, though their Enemies, 

In this conclude them honeſt Men and wiſe: 

For 'twas their Duty, all the Learned think, 
T*eſpouſe his Cauſe by whom they eat and drink. 
From hence began that Plot, the Nations Curſe, 
Bad in it ſelf, but repreſented worſe. 


Raisd in extremes, and in extremes decry'd ; 
With Oaths affirmd, with dying Vows deny. 
Not weighd, or winnow'd by the Multitude; 
But ſwallow'd in the Maſs, unchew'd and crude. 
Some Truth there was, but daſh't and brew'd with Lies, / 
To pleaſe the Fools, and puzzle all the Wiſe. J 
Succeeding Times did equal Folly call, 
Belicving nothing, or believing all. 
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"Th Zgyptian Rites the Febufites embrac'd; 
od. ; Where Gods were recommended by ther taſte. 

: Such ſav'ry Deities mult needs be good, 

g As fervd at once for Worthip and for Food. 

; By force they could not introduce theſe Gods; 

* For Ten to One, in former days was odds. 

250 Fraud was us'd, (the Sacrificers Trade, ) 

: Fools are more hard to conquer than Perſwade. 

| Their buſie Teachers mingled with the Fews ; 

, And rak'd for Converts, even the Court and Stews: 
Which Hebrew Prieſts the more unkindly took, 

j Becauſe the Fleece accompanies the Flock. 

0 Some thought they God's Anointed meant to ſlay 
By Guns, invented ſince full many a day : 

= Our Authour ſwears it not; but who can know 
f How far the Devil and Febufttes may go 2 


þ This Plot, which faild for want of common Senſe, 


| Had yet a deep and dangerous Conſequence: 
es, For as when raging Fevers boil the Blood, 

| The ſtanding Lake ſoon floats into a Floud; 
And evry hoſtile Humour, which before 
Slept quiet in its Chanels, bubbles er : 
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So, ſeveral factions from this firſt Ferment, 


Work up to Foam, and threat the Government. #® 
Some by their Friends, more by themſelves thought 
Opposd thePow'r,to whichthey could not riſe. (w ik, 
Some had in Courts been Great, & thrown from thence 
Like Fiends, were harden'd in Impenitence. ] 
Some, by their Monarclt's fatal mercy grown 

From Pardon'd Rebels, Kinſmen to the Throne ; 
Were raisd in Pow'r and publick Office high : 

| Strong Bands, if Bands ungratetull men cou'd tie. 

Of theſe the falſe Achitophel was firſt : 

A Name to all ſucceeding Ages curlt. 

For cloſe Deſigns, and crooked Counſels fit : 
Sagacious, Bold, and Turbulent of wit: 


In Pow'r unpleas'd, impatient of Diſgrace. 


A fiery Soul, which working out its way, 
Fretted the Pigmy-Body to decay ; 
And oer inform'd the 'Tenement ot Clay. 

A daring Pilot in extremity ; 


Pleasd with the Danger, when the Waves went higt 
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*He ſought the Storms; but for a Calm unfit, 


EWould Stcer to nigh the Sands, to boaſt his Wir. 
eFGreat Wits are ſure to Madneſs near ally'd; 
ikZAnd thin Partitions do their Bounds divide; 
El, why ſhonld he, with Wealth and Honour bleſt, 
Refuſe his Age the needfull hours of Reſt 2 
* Puniſh a Body which he cou'd not pleaſe; 
Bankrupt of Lite, yet Prodigal of Eaſe? 
And all to leave, what with his Toll he won, 
'To that unfeather'd, two legg'd thing, a Son: 
Got, while his Soul did hudd['d Notions try ; 
And born a ſhapeleſs Lump, like Anarchy. 
In Friendſtup falſe, implacable in Hate: 
Reſolvd to Ruine or to Rule the State. 
To Compals this, the Triple Bond he broke ; 
The Pillars of the Publick Safety ſhook : 
And fitted 7/rael tor a Foreign Yoke. 
Then, ſeizd with Fear, yet ſtill affe&ting Fame, 
Ulurpd a Patriot's All-attoning Name. 
So caſie ſtill it proves in Fa&tious Times, 
igh -Withpublick Zeal to cancell private Crimes: 
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How fafe is Treaſon, and how facred 111, 


® 


Where none can fin againſt the Peoples Will ! 
Where Crouds can wink; and no offence be known, 
Since in another's guilt they find their own. 

Yet, Fame deſervd, no Enemy can grudge; 

The Statſeman we abhor, but praiſe the Judge. 

In /ſrae!'s Courts neer fat an Abbethdin 

With more diſcerning Eyes, or Hands more clean; 
Unbribd, unfought, the Wretched to redreſs; 
Swift of Diſpatch, and cafic of Acceſs. 

Oh, had he been content to ſerve the Crown. 
With Virtues onely proper to the Gown; 

Or, had the rankneſs ot the Soil been freed 
From Cockle, that oppreſt the Noble Seed: 
David, tor him his tunetull Harp had ſtrung, 
And Heav'n had wanted one Immortal Song. 
But wild Ambition loves to ſlide, not ſtand ; 
And Fortunes Ice prefers to Virtues Land: 
Achitophel, grown weary to poſlcſs 

A lawfull Fame, and lazy Happineſs; 
Diſdain'd the Golden Fruit to gather trce, 

And lent the Croud his Arme to ſhake the Tree. | 
No 
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Now, manifett of Crimes, contriv'd long ſince, 


He food at bold Defiance with bis Prince : 


wn,*Held up the Buckler of the Peoples Cauſe, 


*Againſt the Crown; and ſculk'd behind the Laws. 


The with'd occation of the Plot he takes ; 


Some Circumſtances finds, but more he makes. 
By buzzing Emiſſaries, fills the ears 

O! liſtning Crouds, with Jealouſies and Fears 

Of Arbitrary Counſels brought to light, 

And proves the King himſelt a Febufte. 

Weak Arguments! which yet he knew full well, 
Were ſtrong with People cafte to Rebell. 

For, govern'd by the Moon, the giddy Fews 
Tread the ſame Track when ſhe the Prime renews: 
'And once in twenty Years, their Scribes Record, 
By natural Inſtinct they change their Lord. 
Achitophel full wants a Chief, and none 

Was found fo fit as War-like AZ/alon - 

Not, that he wiſh'd his Greatneſs to create, 

(For Polititians neither love nor hate: ) | 


- But, for he knew, his Title not allow'd, 
,, © Would keep him ſtill depending on the Croud: 
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That Kingly pow'r, thus ebbing out, might be 
Drawn to the Dregs of a Democracy. 


Him he attempts, with ſtudied Arts to pleaſe, 
And ſheds his Venome, in ſuch words as theſe. 


Auſpicious Prince, at whoſe Nativity 
Some Royal Planet ruld the Southern Sky ; 
Thy longing Countries Darling and Deſire : 
Their cloudy Pillar, and their guardian Fire: 
Their ſecond Moſes, whoſe extended Wand 
Divides the Seas, and ſhews the promisd Land: 
Whoſe dawning Day, in every diſtant Age, 
Has excercisd the Sacred Prophets rage: | 
The Peoples Pray'r, the glad Diviner's Theme, 
The Young mens Viſion, and the Old mens Dream! 
Thee, Saviour, Thee, the Nations Vows confeſs ; } 
And, never fatisfi'd with ſeeing, bleſs: 4 
Swilt, unbeſpoken Pomps, thy ſteps proclaim, 4 
A 
A 


{ 
{ 
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And ſtammering Babes are taught to liſp thy Name. 
How long wilt thou the general Joy detain; 
dtarve, and defraud the People of thy Reign ? 5 


Content 


— 
' 
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; Content ingloriouſly to paſs thy days 

} Like one of Virtucs Fools that feeds on Praife ; 
"Till thy freſh Glories, which now ſhine ſo bright, 
= Grow Stale and Tarniſh with our dayly ſight. 
Believe me, Royal Youth, thy Fruit mult be, 

. Or gather'd Ripe, or rot upon the Tree. 

Heav n, has to all allotted, ſoon or late, 

Some lucky Revolution of their Fate: 

Whoſe Motions, if we watch and guide with Skill, 
(For humane Good depends on humane Wull, ) 
Our Fortune rolls as from a ſmooth Deſcent, 
And, from the firſt Impreſſion, takes the Bent : 
But, if unſeizd, ſhe glides away like wind ; 
And leaves repenting Folly far behind. 


}- 


any . ; : 
Now, now ſhe meets you with a glorious prize, 


* 
I 


And ſpreads her Locks before her as ſhe flies. 
'Had thus Old David, from whoſe Loins you Spring 
1 Not dard, when Fortune calld him, to be King, 

At Gath an Exile he might ſtill remain; 
'And Heaven's Anointing Oyl had been in yain. 


1-ct his ſucceſsfull Youth your hopes engage; 


But ſhun thi example of Neclining Age: 
nts 
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Behold him ſetting in his Weſtern Skies, 


—_——— 


The ſhadows lengthning as the Vapours riſe. 


: 
He 1s not now, as when on Ferdar's Sand | 
The joyfull People throng'd to ſee him Land, 
Cov'ring the Beech, and blackning all the Strand - | 
But, like the Prince of Angels from his height, | 
Comes tumbling downward with dimini(}'d light : | 
Betray d by one poor Plot to publick Scorn : q 
(Our onely bleſſing ſince his curſt Return: ) 
Thoſe heaps of People which one Sheaf did bind, 
Blown off, and ſcatter'd by a puft of Wind. ; 
What ſtrength can he to your Deſigns oppoſe, | 
Naked of Friends, and round beſet with Foes ? | 
It Pharaoh's doubtfull Succour he ſhould uſe, 
A Foreign Aid wou'd more incenſe the Fews : 
Proud Agypt wou'd diſſembled Friendſhip bring; 
Foment the War, but not ſupport the King: 
Nor woud the Royal party ccr unite 
With Pharaoh's Arms, t aſſiſt the Jebufite ; 
Or if they ſhou'd, their Intereſt ſoon wou'd break, | 
And, with ſuch odious Aid, make David weak. 
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” All forts of men, by my ſucceſsfull Arts, 
* Abhorring Kings, eſtrange their alter'd Hearts 


i From David's Rule: And tis their general Cry, 
; Religion, Common-wealth, and Liberty. 

.)Þ If you, as Champion of the Publick Good, 
Add to their Arms a Chiet of Royal Blood ; 
What may not //-ae/ hope, and what Applauſe 
Might ſuch a General gain by ſuch a Cauſe? 


Not barren Praiſe alone, that Gaudy Flowr, 

| Fair onely to the ſight, but folid Pow': 

And Nobler is a limited Command, 

Givn by the Love of all your Native Land, 
Than a ſucceſſive Title, Long and Dark, 

| Drawn from the Mouldy Rolls of. Noah's Ark. 


} What cannot Praiſe effect in Mighty Minds, 

} When Flattery Sooths, and when Ambition Blinds ! 
* Deſire of Powr, on Earth a Vitious Weed, 

Yet, ſprung from High, is of Caleſtial Seed: 

| In God tis Glory : And when Men Aſpire, 

Tis but a Spark too much of Heavenly Fire. 
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Th Ambitious Youth, too Covetous of Fame, 


_— _ 


Too full of Angels Metal in his Frame ; 
Unwarily was led from Virtues ways; 
MadeDrunk with Honour, and debauch'd with Praiſe, 
Half loath, and halt conſenting to the T1I, 

(For Royal Blood within him ſtruggled ſtill) 

He thus Reply'd.— And what Pretence have I 

To take up Arms for Publick Liberty ? 

My Father Governs with unqueſtion'd Right: 

The Faiths Defender, and Mankinds Delight : 

Good, Gracions, Juſt, Obſervant of the Laws: 

And Heav'n by Wonders has eſpous'd his Cauſe. 
Whom has he Wrong in all his Peacefull Reign ? 
Who ſues for Juſtice to his Throne in Vain ? 

What Millions has he pardon'd of his Foes, 

Whom Juſt Revenge did to his Wrath expoſe 2 

Mild, Eafie, Humble, Studious of our Good: 
Enclind to Mercy, and averſe from Blood. 
It Mildneſs ill with Stubborn 7ſrae/ Suit, 
His Crime is God's beloved Attribute. 
What could he gain, his People to Betray, 
Or change his Right, for Arbitrary Sway 2 


Let 
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; Let Haughty Pharaoh Curſe with ſuch a Reign, 
© His Fruitfull NzJe, and Yoak a Servile Train. 
* If David's Rule Jeruſalem Diſpleaſe, 
1k,” The Dog ſtar heats their Brains to this Diſcaſe. 
* Why thef ſhould T, encouraging the Bad, 
- Turn Revel, and run Popularly Mad> 
| Were he a Tyrant who, by Lawleſs Might, 
Oppreſt the Fews, and raisd the Febufte, 
Well might I Mourn; but Natures holy Bands 
Wou'd Curb my Spirits, and reſtrain my Hands: 
- The People might aſſert their Liberty ; 
- But what was Right in them, were Crime in me. 
-- His Favour leaves me nothing to require; 
- Prevents my Wiſhes, and out-runs Deſire; 
- What more can I expe& while Davzd lives? 
© All but his Kingly Diadem he gives: 
- And that: But there he pausd ; then Sighing, ſaid, 
+ Is Juſtly deſtin'd for a Worthier Head. 
» For when my Father from his Toyls ſhall Reſt, 
© And late Augment the Number of the Bleſt: 
hy His Lawtull Iſſue ſhall the Throne aſcend; 


& Or the Collar ral Line where that ſhall end. 


et 


[ 
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His Brother, though Oppreſt with Vulgar Spight, 
Yet Dauntleſs and Secure of Native Right, 

Of every Royal Virtue ſtands poſſeſt ; 

Still dear to all the Braveſt, and the Beſt. 

His Courage Foes, his Friends his Truth Proclaim : 
His Loyalty the King, the World his Fame. 

His Mercy evn th' Offending Croud will find ; 
For ſure he comes of a Forgiving Kind. 

Why ſhould I then Repine at Heavens Decree; 
Which gives me no Pretence to Royalty ? 

Yet oh that Fate, Propitiouſly Inclind, 

Had raisd my Birth, or had debasd my Mind ; 

To my large Soul, not all her Treaſure lent, 

And then betray'd it to a mean Deſcent. 

| find, I find my mounting Spirits Bold, 

And David's Part diſdains my Mothers Mold. 
Why am I ſcanted by a Niggard Birth 

My Soul diſclaims the Kindred of her Earth ; 

And, made for Empire, Whiſpers me within; 
Deſire of Greatneſs is a God-like Sin. 


0 
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it, | "Hinh Staggering fo when Hells dire Agent found, 
While fainting Virtue ſcarce maintaind her Ground, 


'He pours freſh Forces in, and thus Replies: 
Th Eternal God, Supremely Good and Wiſe, 
1; * Imparts not theſe Prodigious Gifts in vain; 
What Wonders are Reſervd to bleſs your Reign? 
- Againſt your will your Arguments have ſhown, 
© Such Virtue's onely given to guide a Throne. 
Not that your Father's Mildneſs I contemn ; 
But manly Force becomes the Diadem. 
* 'Tistrue he grants the People all they crave; 
- And more perhaps than SubjeC&ts ought to have: 
For Laviſh Grants ſuppoſe a Monarch tame, 
And more his goodneſs than his Wit proclaim. 
But when ſhould People ſtrive their Bonds to break, 
& It not when Kings are Negligent or Weak? 
>, Lethim give on till he can give no more, 
The Thritty Sanhedrin ſhall keep him poor: 
And every Sheckle which he can receive, 
Shall coſt a Limb of his Prerogative. 
To ply him with new Plots, ſhall be my care; 
Or plunge him deep in ſome Expenſive War; 


Which 


 . Tfnot; the People have a Right Supreme 
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Which when his Treaſure can no more ſupply, *® 


He muſt, with the Remains of Kingſhip, buy 
His faithfull Friends, our Jealouſics and Fears, 
Call Febufites ; and Pharaoh's Penſioners: 
Whom, when our Fury from his Aid has torn, 
He ſhall be naked left to publick Scorn. 

The next Succeſſor, whom I fear and hate, 
My Arts have made obnoxious to the State; 
Turn'd all his Virtues to his Overthrow, 

And gain our Elders to pronounce a Foe. 

His Right, for Sums of neceſfary Gold, 

Shall firſt be Pawn'd, and afterwards be Sold : 
Till time ſhall Ever-wanting David draw, 

To paſs your doubttfull Title into Law : 


Dy” be ap 
© —- 


To make their Kings; for Kings are made for them. © 
All Empire is no more than Pow' in Truſt: 
Which when reſum'd, can be no longer Juſt. 
Succeſſion, for the general Good deſign'd, 


In its own wrong a Nation cannot bind: 


- Tfaltering that, the People can releive, 
Better ane ſuffer than a Nation grieve. 


The 
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I F The Fews well know rheir pow r: cer Saul they choſe, 
| God was their King, and God they durſt Depoſe, 
> Urge now your Piety, your Filial Name, 
A Father's Right, and Fear of future Fame ; 
” The Publick Good, that Univerſal Call, 
To which even Heavn ſubmitted, anſwers all. 
* Nor Ict his Love Enchant your generous Mind : 
* Tis Natures trick to propagate her Kind. 
Our fond Begetters, who would never die, 
Love but themſelves in their Polterity. 
> Or let his Kindneſs by tl EffeCts be try'd, 
© Or let him lay his vain Pretence aſide. 
> God faid he lov'd your Father; could he bring 
f A better Proof, than to Anoint him King? 
© It ſurely ſhew'd he lov'd the Shepherd well, 
© Who gave fo fair a Flock as /ſrael. 
* | Woud David have you thought his Darling Son? 
- What means he then, to Alienate the Crown 2 
The name of Godly he may bluſh to bear : 
: | Tis after God's own heart to Cheat his Heir. 
| He to his Brother gives Supreme Command; 
| To you a Legacy of Barren Land: 
Perhaps 
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Perhaps th'old Harp on which he thrums his Lays: 
Or ſome dull Z7ebrew Ballad in your Praiſe. 
Then the next Heir, a Prince, Severe and Wile. , 
Already looks on you with Jealous Eyes; | 
Sees through the thin Diſguiſes of your Arts, 
And markes your Progreſs in the Peoples Hearts. 
Though now his mighty Soul its Grief contains; 
He meditates Revenge who leaſt complains. 

And like a Lion, Slumbring in the way, 

Or Sleep diſſembling, while he waits his Prey, 
His fearleſs Foes within his Diſtance draws ; 


 Conftrains his Roaring, and Contracts his Paws : | 
Till at the laſt, his time for Fury found, 

He ſhoots with ſudden Vengeance from the Ground 
The Proſtrate Vulgar, paſſes oer, and Spares, | 
But with a Lordly Rage, his Hunters tears. ; 
Your Cafe no tame Expedients will afford : | 
Reſolve on Death, or Conqueſt by the Sword, | 
Which for no lefs a Stake than Lite, you Draw; £1) 
And Selt detence is Natures Eldeſt Law. 

Leave the warm People no Conſidering;time: 

For then Rebellion may be thought. a Crime. 


Preval 


2) 
. 


| 
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s: EPrevail your felt of what Occaſion gives, 


—— 


But tric your Title while your Father lives: 
And, that your Arms may have a fair Pretence, 
*Proclaim, you take them 1n the King's Defence : 
7 Whoſe Sacred Life each minute would Expoſe, 
"To Plots, from ſeeming Friends, and ſecret Foes. 
= And who can ſound the depth of David's Soul ? 
© Perhaps his tear, his kindneſs may Controll. 
* He fears his Brother, though he loves his Son, 
For plighted Vows too late to be undone. 
= If fo, by Force he withes to be gain: 
| Like Womens Leachery, to ſeem Conſtraind : 
© Doubt not : but, when he moſt afte&ts the Frown, 
ad Commit a pleaſing Rape upon the Crown. 
| Secure his Perſon to ſecure your Caule; 
© They who poſleſs the Prince, poſſeſs the Laws. 


| Hefaid, And this Advice above the reſt, 
| With AZſalom's Mild Nature ſuited beſt ; 

# Unblamd of Life, ( Ambition ſet aſide,) 

| Not ſtain'd with Cruelty, nor puft with Pride. 


How 
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How happy had he been, if Deſtiny F 
Had higher plac'd his Birth, or not fo high ! þ 
His Kingly Virtues might have claim'd a Throne; | 
And bleſt all other Countries but his own. | 


VV —— =—y #3 


But charming Greatneſs, ſince ſo few retule; 
"Tis Juſter to Lament him, than Accuſe. 

Strong were his hopes a Rival to remove, 

With Blandiſhments to gain the publick Love; 
To head the Faftion while their Zeal was hot, 
And Popularly proſecute the Plot. 

To further this Achitophel Unites 

The Male-contents of all the //rae/ztes: 

Whoſe differing Parties he could wiſely Joyn, 
For ſeveral Ends, to ſerve the fame Deſign. 

The Beſt, and of the Princes ſome were ſuch, 
Who thought the pow'r of Monarchy too much: 
Miſtaken Men, and Patriots in their Hearts ; 
Not Wicked, but ſeduc'd by Impious Arts. 1 
By theſc the Springs of Property were bent, 1 | 
And wound fo high, they Crack't the Government. [1 


The next for Int'reſt ſought t' embroil the State, 
To fell their Duty at a dearer rate ; 


And 
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And make their Jewiſh Markets of the Throne; 
: Pretending Put lick Good, to ſerve their own, 
* © Others thought Kings an uſeleſs heavy Load, 
© Who Coſt too much, and did too little Good. 
© Theſe were for laying Honeſt David by, 


On Principles of pure good Husbandry. 

- With them joyn'd all th Haranguers of the Throng, 

© That thought to get Preterment by the Tongue. 

- Who follow next, a double danger bring, 

Not onely hating David, but the King; 

- The Solymzan Rout ; well Vers'd of old, 

© In Godly Faction, and in Treaſon bgld; 

- Cowring and Quaking at a Conquror's Sword, 

© But Lofty to a Lawfull Prince Reſtor'd; 

* Saw with Diſdain an Fthnick Plot begun, 

: And Scorn'd by Febufites to be Out-done. 

© Hot Levites Headed theſe ; who pulld before 

From th' Ark, which in the Judges days they bore, 

> Reſum'd their Cant, and with a Zealous Crie, 
WF Purſu'd their old belov'd Theocracie. 
Where Sanhedrin and Prieſt enſlavd the Nation, 
And juſtifid their Spoils by Inſpiration; 
FE. F or 
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For who ſo fit for Reign as Aaroy's Race, 

It once Dominion they could found in Grace? 
Theſe led the Pack ; though not of ſureſt ſcent, 
Yet deepeſt mouth'd againſt the Government. 


A numerous Hoſt of dreaming Saints ſucceed ; 

Of the true old Enthuſiaſtick Breed: 

'Gainſt Form and Order they their Pow'r employ ; 
Nothing to Build, and all things to Deſtroy. 

But far more numerous was the Herd of ſuch, 

Who think too little, and who talk too much. 

Theſe out of mere inſtinft, they knew not why, 
Ador their Father's God, and Property : 

And, by the ſame blind Benefit of Fate, ] 
The Devil and the Febufire did hate: 
Born to be fav'd, even in their own deſpight ; ] 
Becauſe they could not help believing right. ] 
Such were the Tools; but a whole Hydra more E 
Remains, of ſprouting heads too long to ſcore. 4: 
Some of their Chiefs were Princes of the Land: ÞFF 
In the firſt Rank of theſe did Zimri ſtand: ( 
A man fo various, that he ſeem'd to be 1 
Not one, but all Mankind's Epitome. t 
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© Stiff in Opinions, always in the wrong; 


'Was Every thing by ſtarts, and Nothing long; 
But, in the courſe of one revolving Moon, 
'Was Chymiſt, Fidler, States-Man and Buffoort: 
Then all tor Women, Painting, Rhiming, Drinking: 
Beſides ten thouſand Freaks that dy'd in thinking. 
Bleſt Madman, who coud every hour employ, 
With ſomething New to wiſh, or to enjoy | 
Railing and praiſing were his uſual Themes; 
And both (to ſhew his Judgment) in Extremes : 
= So over Violent, or over Civ1l, 
© That every Man, with him, was God or Devil: 
In ſqquandring Wealth was his peculiar Art: 
Nothing went unrewarded, but Deſert. 
- Beggard by Fools, whom ſtill he found too late: 
3 + He had his Jeſt, and they had his Eſtate. 
: "He laughd himſelf from Court ; then ſought Relief 
1 By forming Parties, but could ner be Chief: 
* For, ſpight of bim, the weight of Buſineſs tell 
On Atſalom, and wiſe Achitophel : 
{ Thus, wicked but in Will, of Means bereft, 
 RHeleft not FaQtion, but of that was left. 
E 2 
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Titles and Names 'twere tedious to rehearſe | 

Of Lords, below the dignity of Verſe. 

Wits, Warriors, Common wealths-men, were theb bet 

Kind Husbands, and mere Nobles all the reſt. 

And therefore, inthe name of Dulneſs, be 

The well-hung Balaam and cold Caleb free. 

And Canting Nadab let Oblivion damn, 

Who made new Porridge for the Paſchal Lamb. 

Let Friendſhips holy Band ſome Names aſſure : 


Some their own Worth, and fome let Scorn ſecure, | 
Nor ſhall the Raſcal Rabble here have Place, 
Whom Kings no Titles gave, and God no Gracc: * 
Not Bull-fac'd Foxas, who coud Statutes draw 
To mean Rebellion, and make Treaſon Law. 
But he, though bad, is follow'd by a worſe, | 
The Wretch, who Heav'ns Anointed dar'd to Curſe?! 
Shimez, whoſe Youth did early Promiſe bring ; 
Of Zeal to God, and Hatred to his King; 
Did wiſely from Expenſive Sins refrain, 

Aad never broke the Sabbath, but for Gain: 
Nor ever was he known an Oath to vent, 

Or Curſe, unleſs againſt the Goyernment. 


Thu 
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Thus, heaping Wealth, by the moſt ready way 


Among the Fews, which was to Cheat and Pray ; 


The City, to reward his pious Hate 

Againſt his Maſter, choſe him Magiſtrate: ; 4. ] 
His Hand a Vare of Juſtice did uphold ; | 
His Neck was loaded with a Chain of Gold. 

During his Office, Treaſon was no Crime. 

'The Sons of Belial had a Glorious Time: -©-- ©+: 
. For Shimei, though not prodigal of Pelf, | 
"Wer lovd his wicked Neighbour as himſelf: 

Wd; hen two or three were gatherd to Declaim 

- Againſt the Monarch of Feruſalem, 

Shimet was always 1n the midſt of them. 

And, it they Curſt the King when he was by, 


« fl ould rather Curſe, than break good Company. 
vl any darſt his Fatious Friends accuſe, 
1 e pact a Jury of diſſenting Fews - 

Whoſe fellow-feeling in the godly Cauſe, 

oud iree the ſuff ring Saint from Humane Law's. 
or Laws are onely made to puniſh thoſe 


ho ſerve the King, and to protect his Foes. 


[hu 
E 7 It 
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If any leiſure time he had from Pow'r, 

(Becauſe *tis Sin to miſ-employ an hour : ) 

His Bus'neſs was, by Writing to perſwade, 

That Kings were Uſeleſs, and a Clog to Trade; 
And, that his noble Style he might refine, 

No Rechabite more ſhun the fumes of Wine. 
Chaſte were his Cellars; and his Shrieval Board 
The Groſineſs of a City Feaſt abhor'd: 

His Cooks, with long diſuſe, their Trade forgot ; 
Cool was his Kitchin, though his Brains were hot, 
Such frugal Vertue Malice may accuſe; 


* 


But ſure 'twas neceſſary to the Fews : 
For Towns once burnt, ſuch Magiſtrates require 
As dare not tempt God's Providence by Fire. 
With Spiritual Food he fed is Servants well, 
But free from Fleſh, that made the Fews rebell : 
And Moſess Laws he held in more account, 

For forty days of faſting in the Mount, 

To ſpeak the reſt, who better are forgot, 

Would tire a well breath'd Witneſs of the Plot ; 
Yet, Corah, thou ſhalt from Oblivion pals; 

Erect thy ſelf thou Monumental Braſs; 


— l 


© Highas the Serpent of thy Metal made, 
- While Nations ſtand ſecure beneath thy ſhade. 
” What though his birth were baſe, yet Comets riſe 
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” From Earthy Vapours eer' they. ſhine in Skies, 


by He? Cad mh 


Prodigious Aftions may as well be done . 
By Weavers Iſſue, as by Prince's Son. 


| This Arch-Atteſtor for the Publick Good, 


By that one Deed Enobles all his Blood. 


' Who ever ask'd the Witnefles high Race, 
- Whoſe Oath with Martyrdom did Stephen grace? 


Ours was a Levite, and as times went:then, 

His Tribe were God Almightie's Gentlemen. 
Sunk were his Eyes, his Voice was harſh and loud, 
Sure ſigns he neither Cholerick was, nor Proud : 


His long Chin prov'd his Wit; his Saint-hke Grace 


A Church Vermillion and a Moſes's Face. 


His Memory miraculouſly great, 

Coud Plots, exceeding man's belief, repeat; 
Which therefore cannot be accounted Lies, 
For humane Wit coud never ſuch deviſe. 


y Some future Truths are mingled in his Book ; 


© But where the Witneſs faifd, the Prophet ſpoke : 


E 4 Syorne 
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Some things like Viſionary flights appear; 1 \ 
The ſpirit caught him up the Lord knows where: | 
And gave him: his Rabinical Degree, 1 
Unknown to Foreign Univerſity. | 
His Judgment yet his Mem'ry did excell; 

Which piecd his wondrous Evidence fo well: 

And ſuited to the temper of the Times; | 
Then groaning under Feb»/1tick Crimes. ; 
Let /ſrael's Foes ſuſpe& his Heav'nly call, 
And raſhly judge his Writ Apocry phal : 

Our Laws for ſuch affronts have Forteits made: 

He takes his Lite, who takes away his Trade. 

Were I my ſelf in Witneſs Corah's place, 

The Wretch who did me ſuch a dire diſgrace, 

Shoud whet my memory, though once forgot, 

To make him an Appendix of my Plot. 

His Zeal to Heav'n, made him his Prince deſpiſe, 
And load his Perſon with indignities: 

But Zeal peculiar privilege aftords; x 
Indulging latitude to Deeds and Words. - 
And Corah might for A4gag's Murther call : | 


In terms as courſe as Samuel usd to Saul. 


What 
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* What others in his Evidence did join, 
>: (The beſt that coud be had for love or coin,) 
In Corah's own predicament will fall: 
For Witneſs is a Common Name to all. 


Surrounded thus with Friends of every ſort, 
Deluded A#/alom, forſakes the Court: 
- Impatient of high hopes, urg'd with Renown, 
© And Fir'd with near poſſeſſion of a Crown : 
- Thadmiring Croud are dazled with ſurprize, 
© And on his Goodly Perſon feed their Eyes: 
His joy conceal'd, he ſets himſelf to ſhow ; 
On each ſide bowing popularly low ; 
His looks, his geſtures, and his words he frames, 
: And with familiar eaſe repeats their Names. 
- Thus form'd by Nature, furniſht out with Arts, 
| He glides unfelt into their ſecret hearts. 
© Then, with a kind compaſſionating look, 
© And ſighs, beſpeaking pity cer he ſpoke, 
, Few words he faid; but eaſie thoſe and fit, 
> More flow than Hybla drops, and far more ſweet. 


I mourn 
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I mourn, my Country-men, your loſt Eſtate; 
Though far unable to prevent your Fate: 
Behold a baniſh'd man, for your dear Cauſe 
Exposd a Prey to Arbitrary Laws ! 
Yet oh! that I alone coud be undone, 
Cut oft from Empire, and no more a Son! * 
Now all your Liberties a Spoil are made; 
ZEgypt and Tyrus intercept your Trade, 
And Febufites your Sacred Rites invade. 

My Father, whom with Reverence yet T name, 
Charm'd into eaſe, is careleſs of his Fame: 
And bribd with petty ſums of Foreign Gold, 
Is grown in Bathſheba's Embraces old : 
Exalts his Enemies, his Friends deſtroys : 
And all his pow'r againſt himſelf employs. 
He gives, and let him give my Right away : 
But why ſhould he his own, and yours betray ? 
He onely, he can make the Nation bleed, 
And he alone from my revenge is freed. 
Take then my Tears (with that he wipd his Eyes)! 
Tis all the Aid my preſent pow'r ſupplies : ; 


; 
N 
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'3 - No Court-Informer can theſe Arms accuſe; 


Theſe Arms may Sons againſt their Fathers uſe ; 


" And 'tis my wiſh the next Succeſſor's Reign 
. May make no other /aelite complain . 


Youth, Beauty, Gracefull ACtion, ſeldom fail ; 
But Common [Intereſt always will prevall : 


' And Pity never ceaſes to be ſhown, 


To him, who makes the Peoples wrongs his'own: 


The Croud, (that ſtill believe their Kings opprels,) 


With lifted hands their young Meftah bleſs: 


| Who now begins his progreſs to ordain; 


With Chariots, Horſemen, and a num'rous Train: 
From Eaſt to Weſt his Glories he difplays: 

And, like the Sun, the Promisd Land lurveys. 
Fame runs before him, as the Morning-Star; 

And ſhouts of Joy ſalute him from afar: 

Each houſe receives him as a Guardian God ; 

And Conſecratcs the Place of his abode : 
But hoſpitable Treats did moſt commend 
Wiſe //achar, his wealthy Weſtern Friend. 


&. 0 
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This moving Court, that caught the Peoples Eyes, 
And ſeem'd but Pomp, did other Ends diſguiſe : 
Achitophel had form it, with intent 

To ſound the depths, and fathom where it went, 
The Peoples hearts ; diſtinguiſh Friends from Focs ; 
And trie their ſtrength, betore they came to Blows. ' 
Yet all was colour'd with a ſmooth pretence 

Of ſpecious Love, and Duty to their Prince. 
Religion, and Redreſs of Grievances, 

Two names, that always cheat, and always pleaſe, 
Are often urg'd; and good King David's life 
Endanger'd by a Brother and a Wite. 

Thus in a Pageant Shew, a Plot is made; 

And Peace it ſelf is War in Maſquerade. 

Oh fooliſh 7/rae// never warn by 111! 

Still the ſame bait, and circumvented till! 

\ Did ever men forſake their preſent eaſe, 

In midſt of Health Imagine a Diſeaſe; 

Take pains Contingent miſchiefs ta foreſee, 

Make heirs for Monarchs, and tor God decree : 
What ſhall we think! Can People give away, 


Both for themſelves and Sons, their native Sway ? 
Then 
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& Then they are left detenceleſs to the Sword 


F"Y 


*Of cach unbounded arbitrary Lord: 
'And Laws are vain, by which we Right enjoy, 
"If Kings unqueſtion'd can thoſe Laws deſtroy, 

© Yer if the Croud be Judge of Fit and Juſt, 

: And Kings are onely Officers in Truſt, 

Then this reſuming Cov nant was declar'd 
When Kings were made, or is for ever bard: 
'It thoſe who gave the Sceptre coud not tic 
By their own deed their own Poſterity, 

How then coud 4dam bind his future Race? 
How coud his forfeit on Mankind take place ? 
Or how coud Heavenly Juſtice damn us all, 
Who neer conſented to our Fathers Fall ? 

Then Kings are flaves to thoſe whom they command, 
And Tenants to their Peoples pleaſure ſtand. 
Add, that the Pow'r for Property allow'd, 

Is miſchievouſly ſeated in the Croud : 

For who can be ſecure of private Right, 

; It Sovereign Sway may be diſfolv'd by Might 2 

> Nor is the Peoples Judgment always true : 

| The Moſt may err, as grofly as the Few. 
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And faultleſs Kings run down, by Common Cry, 


For Vice, Oppreſſion and for Tyranny. 1 
What Standard is there in a fickle Rout, F 
Which flowing to the Mark, runs faſter out ? 4 
Nor onely Crouds, but Sanhedrins may be 4 
Infe&ted with this Publick Lunacy : 1 
And Share the madneſs of Rebellious Times, 

To Murther Monarchs for Imagin'd Crimes. 

If they may give and take when cer they pleaſe, '} 
Not Kings alone, (the God-heads Images, ) | 
But Government it felt at length muſt fall \ 
To Natures State, where all have Right to all. d 
Yet, grant our Lords the People Kings can make, | & 
What prudent men a ſetled Throne woud ſhake ? 

For whatſocer their Sufferings were before, | 
That Change they Covet makes them ſuffer more. |/ 
All others Errours but diſturb a Satc; | I 
But Innovation is the Blow of Fate. 1 


It ancient Fabricks nod, and threat to fall, 

To Patch the Flaws, and Buttreſs up the Wall, 
Thus far 'tis Duty; but here fix the Mark ; 
For all beyond it is to touch our Ark, 
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Y, Fo change Foundations, caſt the Frame anew, 


5 work for Rebels who baſe Ends purſue: 
At once Pivinc and Humane Laws controul ; 
And mend the Parts by ruine of the Whole. 
hc tamprivg world 1s ſulycct to this Curſe, 


To Phyſick their Diſcaſe into a Worſe. 


Now what Itelict can Righteous David bring 2 
, How Fatal "tis to be too good a King ! 
*Fricnds he has lew, fo high the madneſs grows ; 
Who dare be ſuch, muſt be the Peoples Foes : 
Yet ſome there were, cv'n in the worſt of days; 


c, *dome let me Name, and Naming 1s to Praiſe. 


Tn this ſhort File Barz//a: firſt appears ; 
. EBarzillai crown'd with Honour and with Years : 


] Long ſince, the riſing Rebels he withſtood 


{ 


y 


In regions Waſte beyond the Jordan's Flood: 


|; nfortunately Brave to buoy the State ; 
But ſinking underneath his Maſter's Fate : 
n Exile with his God-like Prince he mourn: 


For him he Suffer'd, and with hun Return'd. 


T The 
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The Court he practisd, not the Courtier's Art : 
Large was his Wealth, but larger was his Heart : 
Which, well the Nobleſt Objects knew to chuſe, 
The Fighting Warriour, and Recording Maſe. 

His Bed coud once a Fruitfull Iſſue boaſt ; 

Now more than half a Father's Name is loit. 

His Eldeſt Hope, with every Grace adorn'd, 

By me (fo Heav'n will have it) always Mourn'd, | 
And always honourd, ſnatch'd in Manhoods prime 
B unequal Fates, and Providences crime: 

Yet not before the Goal of Honour won, 1 
All Parts fulfill'd of Subje& and of Son; þ 
Swift was the Race, but ſhort the Time to run. )Þ © 
Oh Narrow Circle, but of Pow'r Divine, T 
Scanted in Space, but perfect in thy Line! N 
By Sea, by Land, thy matchleſs Worth was known;Þ!! 
Arms thy Delight, and War was all thy Own: 
Thy force, infusd, the fainting Tyrzans prop : 
And haughty Pharaoh found his Fortune ſtop'd. 
Oh Ancient Honour, Oh unconquerd Hand, 
Whom Foes unpuniſh'd never coud withſtand ! 


pw. it M 
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Put {rael was unworthy of his Name: 
Short is the date of all Immoderate Fame: 
It looks as Heavn our Ruine had deſign'd, 
And Gurlt not truſt thy Fortune and thy Mind. 
Now, free irom Earth, thy diſencumbred Soul (Pole: 
| Mounts up, and leaves behind the Clonds and Starry 
From thence thy kindred Legions maitt thou bring, 
To aid the Guardian Angel of thy King. 
Here flop, my Muſe, here ceaſe thy painfull flight ; 
No Pintons can purſue Immortal height : 
Tell good Barzi/a; thou canſt ſing no more, 
And tell chy Soul ſhe ſhould have fled betore ; 
Or fled the with his lite, and left this Verſe 
To hang on her departed Patron's Hearſe? 
Now take thy ſteepy flight from Heav'n, and ce 
If thou canſt find on Earth another He: 
Another He would be too hard to find, 
fe then whom thou canſt ſee not far behind. 
Zadoc the Prieſt, whom, ſhunning Pow'r and Place, 
His lowly mind advanc'd to David's Grace: 
ith him the Sagar of Feruſalem, 
vf hoſpitable Soul, and noble Stem ; 
F Him 
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Him of the Weſtern dome, whoſe weighty ſenſe 


Flows in fit words and heavenly eloquence. 
The Prophets Sons by ſuch Example led, 
To Learning and to Lyalty were bred : 


For Co/eges on bounteous Kings depend, 
And never Rebel was to Arts a Friend. 
To theſe ſucceed the Pillars of the Laws: 


Who beſt coud plead, and beſt can judge a Caule. | 
Next them a train of Loyal Peers aſcend, 1 
Sharp judging Adrie/, the Muſes Friend, 

Himſelt a Muſe: — In Sanhedrins debate E 
True to his Prince; but not a Slave of State. 1 
Whom David's Love with Honours did adorn, | 
That from his diſobedient Son were torn. 
Fotham of piercing Wit, and pregnant 'Thought: | 
Endu'd by Nature, and by Learning taught 
To move Aſlemblics, who but onely try'd 

The worſe a while, then choſe the better ſide : 
Nor choſe alone, but turn'd the Balance too ; 


 Hufhai the Friend of David in diſtreſs, 


6 
x 
] 
S 
So much the weight of one Brave man can doe. ÞV 
1 
In publick ſtorms of manly ſtedtaſtneſs ; \ 
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By Foreign Treaties he inform'd his Youth; 
[And joyn'd Experience to his Native Truth. 


His frugal carc,ſupply'd the wanting Throne; 


; Frugal for that, but bountecous of his own: 


i 


: 
\ 


"Tis calic Condutt when Exchequers flow ; 


But hard the tas! to manage well the low : 


© For Sovereign Power is too depreſt or high, 


” When Kings are forcd to ſell or Crouds to buy. 


© Indulge one labour more, my weary Muſe, 


F- = Py , ” ' G , F » ' d 3 I 
| . .% o 
* For Amiel; who can Amiel's praiſe retuſe 


> Of ancient Race by birth, but nobler yet 


Eln Iis own worth, and without Title Great : 
"The Sanhedrin long time as Chiet he rul'd, 
U Their Reaſon Guided, and their Paſſion cool'd : 


q ls, dextrous was he in the Crown's defence, 


250 formd to ſpeak a Loyal Nations Senle, 


* That as their Band was //rac/'s Tribes in ſmall, 
90 fit was he to repreſent them all. 


[Now raſher Charioteirs the Seat aſcend, prong 


Whoſe looſe Careirs his ſteady Skill commend: 
They, like thy unequal Ruler of the Day, 
Miſguide the Seaſons, and miſtake the Way ; 
F 2 


Wm 
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While 
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While he withdrawn at their mad Labour ſmiles, 
And fate enjoys the Sabbath of his Toils. 


Of Worthies, in the Breach who dar'd to ſtand, 


Theſe were the chief; a ſmall but faithfull Band | 
And tempt th united Fury ot the Land. 


With grief they view d ſuch powertull Engines bent, Þ 


To batter down the Lawtull Government. 


A numerous Faction with pretended trights, 


In Sanhedrins to plume the Regal Rights. 


The true: Succeſſor from the Court removd : 


The Plot, by hireling Witneſſes, improv. 
Theſe Ills they faw, and as their Duty bound, 
They ſhew'd the King the danger of the Wound; 


That no Conceſſions from the Throne woud pleaſe; 


But Lenitives fomented the Diſeaſe: 
That A4&/alom, ambitious of the Crown, 


Was made the Lure to draw the People down: 


That falſe Achitophel's pernicious Hate, 
Had turnd the Plot to ruine Church and State: 


The Council violent, the Rabble worſe: 
That Shimez taught Feruſalem to Curſe. 
A With 
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With all theſe loads of Injuries oppreſt, 


nd long revolving in his carefull Breaſt 
h event of things; at laſt, his Patience tird, 
hus, from his Royal Throne, by Heav'n inſpir'd, 
he God-like David ſpoke; with awtull fear 
is Train their Maker in their Maſter hear. 


| Thus long have I by Native Mercy ſway. 
y wrongs diſlembld, my Revenge delay'd: 

0 willing to forgive th' Offending Age ; 

o much the Father did the King aſlwage. 

ut now ſo far my Clemency they ſlight, 

h Offenders queſtion my Forgiving Right. 


tat one was made for many, they contend ; 
ut 'tis to Rule, for that's a Monarch's End. 
hey call my tenderneſs of Blood, my Fear : 
ough Manly tempers can the Longeſt bear. 
Let, ſince they will divert my Native courſe, 
s time to ſhew I am not good by Force. 
| Poſe heapd Afﬀronts that haughty Subjets bring, 
& Burthens for a Camel, not a King: 


C3 


Vith 
F 3 Kings 
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Kings are the publick Pillars of t the State, 

Born to ſuſtain and prop the Nations weight : 
If my young Sampſon will pretend a Call 

To ſhake the Column, let him ſhare the Fall : 
But, oh, that yet he would repent and live! 
How ealie *tis for Parents to forgive! 

With how few Tears a Pardon might be won 
From Nature, pleading tor a Darling Son ! 
Poor, pitied Youth, by my Paternal care, 
Rais'd up to all the height his Frame coud bear : 
Had God ordain his Fate for Empire Born, 

He woud have giv'n his Soul another turn : 
Gulld with a Patriot's name, whoſe Modern ſenſe Þ 


— 


Is one that woud by Law ſupplant his Prince: 
The Peoples Brave, the Politicians Tool ; 
Never was Patriot yet, but was a Fool. 


Whence comes it that Religion and the Laws, 
Should more be A#/alow's than David's Cauſe? 
His old InſtruCtor, &er he loſt his Place, 

Was never thought indu'd with ſo much Grace. 
Good Heav'ins, how FaCtion can a Patriot Paint! 
My Rebel ever proves my Peoples Saint : 


Wol 


— 


8 Woud Zhey impoſe an Heir upon the Throne? 
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Let Sanhedrins be taught to give their Own. 


: A King's at leaſt a part of Government ; 

And mine as requiſite as their Conſent : 

| Without my leave a future King to chooſe, 

7 Infers a Right the Preſent to Depoſe: 

; True, they petition me t approve their Choice: 

* But Eſax's Hands ſuit ill with Faco#'s Voice. 

| My Pious Subjects for my Safety pray, 

| Which to ſecure, they take my Pow away. 

| From Plots and Treaſons Heav'n preſerve my Years, 
| But fave me moſt from my Petitioners. 

ſe 
! God cannot Grant ſo much as they can Crave. 
| What then is left, but with a Jealous Eye 

| To guard the Small Remains of Royalty? 

! The Law ſhall ſtill dire& my peacefull Sway, 

| And the Same Law teach Rebels to obey : 


Unſatiate as the barren Womb or Grave; 


Votes ſhall no more Eſtabliſh'd Pow'r controll, 
Such Votes as make a Part exceed the Whole: 

No groundlefs Clamours ſhall my Friends remove, 
Nor Crouds have Pow'r to puniſh cer they Prove: 
F 4 For 
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For Gods, and God-like Kings their Care expreſs, 
Still to defend their Servants in diſtreſs. 
Oh, that my Powr to Saving were confin'd! | 


Why am I forcd, like Heav'n, againſt my mind, 
To make Examples of another Kind? 

Muſt I at length the Sword of Juſtice draw ? 
Oh, cursd Effefts of neceſſary Law ! 

How ill my Fear they by my Mercy ſcan, 
Beware the Fury of a Patient Man. 

Law they require, let Law then ſhew her Face; 
They could not be content to look on Grace 
Her Hinder Parts, but with a daring Eye 

To tempt the terrour of hef Front, and Die. 

By their own Arts, tis Righteouſly Decrecd, 
Thoſe dire Artificers of Death ſhall blced. 
Againſt themſelves their Witneſſes will Swear, 
Till, Viper-like, their Mother Plot tlicy tear : 
And ſuck for Nutriment that bloody gore 
Which was their Principle of Life Lefore. 

Their Belial with their Bee/zebah will fight ; 
Thus on my Foes, my Foes ſhall doe-me Right : 


Nor 


—— 
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Nor doubt tIYevent : for Fa&tious Crouds engage 

In their firſt Onſet, all their Brutal Rage. 

Then let 'em take an unreſiſted Courſe : 

Retire and Traverſe, and Delude their Force : 

But when they ſtand all Breathleſs, urge the Fight, 


And riſe upon em with redoubled might: 
For Lawfull Pow'r is ſtill Superiour found, 
| When long driv'n back, at length it ſtandsthe ground. 


He ſaid. Th Almighty nodding gave conſent ; 


And Peals of Thunder ſhook the Firmament. 

| Henceforth a Series of new time began, 

| The mighty Years in long Proceſſion ran : 
Once more the God-like David was Reſtord, 
| And willing Nations knew their Lawfull Lord. 
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'EPISTLE: 


To the 


WHIGS 


( O R to whom can I dedicate this Poem, with 
"I /o much juſtice, as to you 2 Tis the repreſenta- 
tion of your own Feroe : 'tis the Pifture drawn 
* length, which you admire and prize ſo much in 
Slittle. None of your Ornaments are wanting ; neither 
the Landſcap of the Tower, nor the Riſing Sun ; nor 
the Anno Domin1 of your New Sovereign's Coronation. 
This muſt needs be a gratefull undertaking to your 
whole Party : eſpecially to thoſe who have not been ſo 
thappy as to purchaſe the Original. T hear the Graver 
has made a good Market of it: all his Kings are 
Wought up already ; or the value of the remainder ſo 
Linhancd, that many a poor Polander, who would be 
glad to worſhip the Image, is not able to go to the 

oft of him: But muſt be content to ſee him here. I 

muſt confeſs I am no great Artiſt ; but Sign-poſt pain- 

ing will ſerve the turn to remember a Friend by ; 

ſpecially when better is not to be had. Tet for your 

omfort the lineaments are true: and though he ſate 
mop 
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wot five times to me, as he did to B. yet T have cc 
ſulted Hiſtory; as the Italian Painters do, when thei 
word draw a Nero or a Caligula; thouzh they haw 
ot ſeen the Man, they can help their Imaginatiq 
by a Statue of him, and. find out the Colouring fro 
Suctonius and Tacitus. Truth 7S, you might hav 
ſpard one fide of your Medall: the Head woud If 
ſeen to more advantage, if it were placd on a Spil 
of the Tower; a little nearer to the Sun. Whid 
woud then break out to better purpoſe. Tou tell 
2x your Preface to the No-proteſtant Plot, that y 
ſhall be forc'd hereafter to leave off your Modeſty : 
ſuppoſe you mean that little which 1s left you: for if 
was worn to wrags when you put out this Medal 
Never was there prattis'd ſuch a piece of notorious [ 
pudence in the face of an FEjtabliſhd Governmen 
T believe, when he s dead, you will wear him in T hum 
Rings, as the Turks did Scanderbeg; as if ther 
were virtue in his Bones to preſerve you againſt Mo 
archy. Tet all thy while you pretend not onely ze 
for the Publick good, but a duc veneration for th 
perſon of the King. But all men, who can ſee an in 
before them, may eaſily detett thoſe groſs fallacieÞÞ 
That it us neceſſary for men 1n your circumſt ances 
pretend both, is granted you ; for without them thet 
could be no ground to raiſe a Faction. But I w6 
ask you one civil queſtion, what right has any man 
mong you, or any Aſſociation of men, ( to come neart 
to you, ) who out of Parliament, cannot be confider 
in a publick Capacity, to meet, as you daily do, 
Fattions Clubs, to vilify the Government, in 
Di 
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Diſcourſes, and to libel it in all your Writings? who 
made you Judges in [rac] 2 or how wu at conſiſtent with 
our Zeal of the publick Welfare, to promote Sedition? 
Does your definition of loyal, which is to ſerve the 
King according to the Laws, allow you the licence 
Eof traducing the Fxecutive Power, with which you own 
Ehe is inveſted 2 Tou complain that his Majeſty has loſt 
I the love and confidence of his People; and by your ver 


icurging it, you endeavour what in you lies, to make 


him loſe them. All good Subjetts abhor the thought 
of Arbitrary Power, whether it be in one or many - 
if you were the Patriots you would ſeem, you would 
Wnt at this rate incenſe the Multitude to aſſume it; 
or no ſober man can fear it, either from the King's 
Diſpoſition, or his Prattice; or even, where you would 
odiouſly lay it, from his Miniſters. Give us leave 
to enjoy the Government and the benefit of Laws 
ander which we were born, and which we defire to 


Mo tranſmit to our Poſterity. Tou are not the Truſtees 


of the publick Liberty: and if you have not right 
to petition in a Croud, much leſs have you to intermed.- 
dle in the management of Afairs; or to arraign what 
ou do not like: which in effet is every thing that s 
done by the King and Council. Can you imagine that 
© avy reaſonable man will believe you reſpect the perſon 
of his Majeſty, when *tis apparent that your Seditious 
Pamphlets are ſtuff 'd with particular Reflexions on 
WEE If you have the confidence to deny thw,."tis eaſy 
to be evinc{ from a thouſand Paſſages, which I onely 
Worbear to quote, becauſe 1 deſire they. ſhould die and 
oof 6 forgotten. 1 have perusd many of your Papers ; 
an 
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and to ſhew you that TI have, the third part 9 
your No-proteſtant Plot xx much of it ſtoln fron 
your dead Authour's Pamphlet call d, the Growth 
Popery ; as manifeſtly as Milton's defence of the 
Engliſh People, x from Buchanan, de jure regni apud 
Scotos : or your firſt Covenant, and new Aſſociation 
from the holy League of the French Guifards. Any on 
who reads Davila, may trace yeur Pratices all aloy, 
There were the ſame pretences for Reformation, and 
Loyalty, the ſame Aſperſions of the King, and the 
fame grounds of a Rebellion. I know not whether you 
will take the Hiſtorian's word, who ſays it was re 
ported, that Poltrot a Hugonot, murther d Francj 
Duke of Guiſe by the inſt igations of Theodore Beza: 
or that it was a Hugonot Miniſter, otherwiſe call 
a Presbyterian, { for our Church abhors ſo dewviliſh i 
Tenet ) who firſt writ a Treatiſe of the lawfullneſs df 
depoſing and murthering Kings, of a different Perſws 
fron in Religion : But I am able to prove from tht 
Dottrine of Calvin, and Principles of Buchanan, that 
they ſet the People above the Magiſtrate; which if 1 
miſtake not, is your own Fundamental ; and whicl 
carries your Loyalty no farther than your likeing 
When a Vote of the Houſe of Commons goes on yout 
fide, you are as ready to obſerve it, as if it went 
paſs d into a Law : But when you are pinch'd witli 
any former, and yet unrepealed A of Parliament, 
you declare that in ſame caſes, you will not be obligh 
by it. The Paſſage is in the ſame third part of tht 
No-proteſtant Plot; and is too plain to be denied. 


The late Copy of your intended Aſſociation, you w_ | 
whol) 
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wholly juſtify nor condemn ; But, as the Papiſts, when 
they are unoppos d, fly out into all the Pageantries of 
Worſhip; but in times of War,. when they are hard 
preſs d by Arguments, lie cloſe intrenchd behind the 
Council of Trent: So, now, when your Afﬀairs are 
in a low condition, you aare not pretend that to be a 
legal Combination, but whenſoever you are afloat, I 
| doubt nit but it will be maintaind and juſtifyd to 
« purpoſe. For indeed there is nothing to defend it but 
the Sword : 'tis the proper time to ſay any thing, 
when men have all things in thetr power. 

In the mean time yeu wou'd fain be nibbling at a 
parallel betwixt this Aſſociation, and that in the time 
of Queen Elizabeth. Bat there v thu ſmall difference 

etwixt them, that the ends of one are direttly oppoſite 
to the other : one with the (Queen's approbation, and 
conjunction, as head of it; the other without either 
the confent, or knowledge of the King, againſt whoſe 
Authority it is manifeſtly deſignd. Therefore you doe 
well to have recourſe to your laſt Evaſion, that it was 
contriv/d by your Enemies, and ſhuffled into the Pa- 
if ] RS 5 . 

il pers that were ſeizd: which yet you ſee the Nation 
# not ſo eaſy to believe as your own Fury; But the 
" matter is not difficult, to find twelve men in New-gate, 
who wou'd acquit a Malefattour. 


tf k. T have one onely favour to defire of you at parting, 
in that when you think of anſwering this Poem, you 


- if mud employ the ſame Pens againſt it, who have com- 
Nl bated with ſo much ſucceſs. againſs Abſalom and 
Achitophel : for then you may aſſure your ſelves of 4 
dear Vittory, without the leaſt reply. Raile —_ 
\' \ G 
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abundantly; and, not to break a Cuſtome, doe it wit! 
out wit: By this method you will gain a confiderab 
point, which is wholly to wave the anſwer of my dr 
wments. Never own the botome of your Principles 
for fear they ſhoud be Treaſon. Fall ſeverely i 
the miſcarriages of Government; for if ſcandal be m 
alowd, you are no freeborn ſubjetts. If God has m 
bleſsd you with the Talent of Rhiming, make uſe 9 
wy poor Stock and wellcome : let your Verſes run upn 
my feet : and for the utmoſt refuge of notorious Block 
heads, reducd to the laſt extremity of ſenſe, turn m\j 
own lines upon me, and in utter deſpair of your own $4 
tyre, make me Satyrize my ſelf. Some of you ha 
been driven to this Bay already; But above all th 
reſt commend me to the Non-conformiſt Parſon, wl 
writ the Whip and Key. 7am affraid it is not rea 
fo much as the Piece deſerves, becauſe the Bookſeller 
every week crying help at the end of his Gazette, t 
get zt off. Tou ſee I am charitable enough to doe hi 
a kindneſs, that it may be publiſh d as well as printed 
and that ſo much skill in Hebrew Derivations, mi 
wot lie for Waſt-paper in the Shop. Tet I half ſuſped 
he went no farther for his learning, than. the Index 
Fiebrew Names and Etymologies, which are printed 
_ at the end of ſome Engliſh Bibles. If Achitophe 
fignify the Brother of a Fool, the Authour of th 
Poem will paſs with bis Readers for the next of It 
And perhaps 'tis the Relation that makes the kindne, 
Whatever the Verſes are ; buy 'em up 1 beſeech 
out of pity ; for 1 hear the Conventicle u ſhut up, 
the Brother of Achitophel out of fervice. p 


< | 
Epiſtle to the Whags. 83 
Now Footmen, you know, have the generoſity to 
wake a Purſe, for a Member of their Soctety, who has 
had his Livery pul”d over his Ears : and even Pro- 
teftant Socks are bought up gmong you, yt of venera- 
tiow to the name. A Difſenter in Poetry from Squſe 
and Engliſh, will make as good a Proteſtant Rhymer, as 
a Di'ſſenter from the Church of England a Proteſtant 
Parpon. Beſides, if you encourage 4 young Beginner, 
who Knows but he may elevate hu ſtyle a little, above 
the vu.lgar Epithets of prophane, and ſawcy Jack, and 
Atheiſtgck 8 cribler, with which he. greats me, when 
the fit of Enthuſiaſm is ſtrong upop him : by which wel- 
manner > and charitable Expreſſions, I was certain of 
his Seft, before I knew his name. What woud you 
have more of a man? he has damu'd me in your Cauſe 
from Geneſis to the Revelations: Aud has half the 
Texts of both the Teſtaments againſt me, if you wif 
be ſo civil to your ſelves as to take him for your In- 
terpreter; anal not to take them for Irith Witneſſes. 
After all, perhaps you will tell me, that you retain's 
him onely for the opening of your Cauſe, and that your 
main Lawyer # yet behind. Now if it ſo happen he 
meet with no moye reply than by P redeceſſours, you 
may either conclude, that T truſt to the goodneſs of my 
Cauſe, or fear my Adverſary, or diſdain him, or what 
you pleaſe, for t ſbort on't #, 'tis indifferent to your 
bumble ſervant, whatever your Party ſays or thinks 
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()* CE more our awfull Poet Arms, t' engage 


The threatning Hydra-FaCtion of the Age: 
Once more prepares his dreadfull Pen to wield, 
And evry Muſe attends him to the Field : 
By Art ana Nature for this Task deſign'd, 
Yet modeſtly the Fight He long declin'd ; 
Forbore the Torrent of his Verſe to pour, 
Nor loogd his Satyre till the needtull Hour : 
'His Sov'reign's Right by Patience half betray'd, 
Wald his Avenging Genius to it's Aid. 
Bleſt Muſe,whoſe Wit with @h a Cauſe was Crown'd, 
And bleſt the Cauſe that ſuch a Champion found. 

With 


'd, 
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With choſen Verſe upon the Foe he falls, 

And black Sedition in each Quarter galls; 

Yet, like a Prince with Subjets forct t' engage, 
Secure of Conqueſt He rebates his Rage; 


| His Fury not without Diſtinction ſheds, 
| Haurls mortal Bolts but on devoted Heads: 


To leſs infefted Members gentle found, 
Or ſpares, or elſe pours Balm into the Wound. 
Such Gerrrous Grace th' ingratefull Tribe abuſe, 


| And treſpaſs on the Mercy of his Muſe; 


Their wretched dogrell Rhimers forth they bring 
To Snarle and Bark againſt the Poets King ; 
A Crew, that ſcandalize the Nation more 


{ Than all their Treaſon-canting Prieſts before ! 


On theſe He ſcarce vouchſafes a ſcornfull ſmile, 
But on their Pow'rfull Patrons turns his Style. 

A Style ſo keen, as ev'n from Fattion draws 

The vital Poyſon, ſtabs to th' Heart their Cauſe. 
Take then, great Bard, what Tributewe can raiſe; 
Accept our Thanks, for you tranſcend our Praiſe. 


/ 
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TO THE UNKNOWN 


AUTHOUR 


Of the Following 


PO FE M. 


And that 6f 


 ABSALOM and ACHITOPHEL. 


F*HUS pious ignorance, with dubious praiſe, 

Altars of old to Gods unknown did raiſe; 
They knew not the lovd Deity, they knew 

Divine effets a cauſe Divine bid ſhew ; 
Nor can we doubt, when ſuch theſe Numbers are,) 
Such is their cauſe, th6 the worſt Muſe ſhall dare 
Their facred worth in humble Verſe declare. | 
As gentle Thames charm'd with thy tunefull Song 
Glides in a peacefull Majeſty along; 
No rebel Stone, no lofty Bank does brave 
 Theeaſie paſſage of his ſilent wave, F: 


Fw 


/o 


# ( 87) 


So, facred Poet, ſo thy Numbers flow, 
Sinewy, yet mild as happy Lovers woe; 
Strong, yet harmonious too as Planets move, 
Yet ſoft as Down upon the Wings of Love; 
How ſweet does Vertue in your dreſs appear ? 
How much more charming, when much leſs ſevere? 
Whilſt you our ſenſes harmleſly ile, 
With all th' allurements of your happy Style; 
Y' inſinuate Loyalty with kind deceit, 
And into ſenſe th' unthinking Many cheat : 
So the ſweet Thraczan with his charming lyre 
Into rude Nature virtue did inſpire ; 
So he the ſavage herd to reaſon drew, 
Yet ſcarce fo ſweet, fo charmingly as you: 
Oh, that you would with ſome ſuch powerfull Charm, 
Enervate A1bion to juſt valour warm! 
Whether much ſuffering Charles ſhall Theme afford, 
Or the great Deeds of God-like Fames's Sword ; 
Again fair Gaza might be ours, again 
Another Fleet might paſs the ſubje&t Mainz 
Another Edward lead the Britazxns on, 
Or ſuch an Offory as you did moan ; 
While in ſuch Numbers you, in ſuch a ſtrain, 
Inflame their courage, and reward their pain, 
Let falſe Achitophel the rout engage, 
Talk eaſie Abſalom to rebel rage ; 
Let frugal Shimei curſe in holy Zeal, 
Or modeſt Corah more new Plots reveal; 
Whilſt conſtant to himſelf, ſecure of fate, 
Good David ſtill maintains the Royal State ; 
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Tho each in vain ſuch various ills employs, 
Firmly he ſtands, and even thoſe ills enjoys; 
Firm as fair 4/0» midſt the raging Main 
Surveys encircling danger with diſdain. 
In vain the Waves aſlault the unmov'd ſhore, 
In vain the Winds with mingled fury rore, 
Fair 4/b;0x's beauteons Clifisſhine whiter than before. 
Nor ſhalt thou move, tho Hell thy fall conſpire, 
Tho the worſe rage of Zeal's Fanatick Fire; 
Thou beſt, thou greateſt of the Britiſh race, 
Thou onely fit to fill Great Charles his place. 
Ah wretched Britains! ah too ſtubborn Iſle! 
Ah ſtiff-neck't Z/rael on bleſt Canaar's ſoyl ! 
Are thoſe dear proots of Heaven's Indulgence vain, 
Reſtoring David and his gentle Reign? 
Is it in vain thou all the Goods doſt know 
Auſpicious Stars on Mortals ſhed below, 
Whule all thy ſtreams with Milk, thy Lands with ( 
( Honey flow * 
No more, fond Ifle! no more thy ſelf engage, 
In civil fury, and inteſtine rage; | 
No rebel Zeal thy duteous Land moleſt, 
But a ſmooth Calm ſooth every peacefull breaſt, 
While in ſuch Charming notes Divinely ſings, 
The beſt of Poets, of the beſt of Kings. 
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AGAINST 


' EDITION. 


F all our Antick Sights, and eng A 
Which Erg/i/h Idiots run in crouds to ſee, | 

The Poliſh Medall bears the prize alone: 

A Monſter more the Fayourite of the Town 

Than either Fairs or Theatres have ſhown. 

Never did Art to well with Nature ſtrive ; 

Nor ever Idol feem'd fo much alive : 
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Solike the Man; ſo golden to the fight, 

S$o baſe within, fo counterfeit and light. 
One fide is filld with Title and with Face; 
And, leſt the King ſhou'd want a regal Place, 
On the reverſe, a Tow'r the Town ſurveys; 
Ofr which our mounting Sun his beams diſplays. 
The Word, pronouncd aloud by Shrieval voice, 
ZLetemur, which, in Poliſh, is rejoyce. 

The Day, Month, Year, to thegreat A& are join'd: 
And a new Canting Holiday deſign. 

Five daies he fate, for every caſt and look; 

| Four more than God to finiſh Adam took. 

But who can tell what Effence Angels are, 

Or how long Heav/n was making Lucifer 2 

Oh, cou'd the Style that copy'd every grace, 

And ploughd ſuch furrows for an Eunuch face, 
Con'd it have form'd his ever-changing Will, 
The various Piece had tird the Graver's Skill ! 
A Martial Heroe firſt, with early care, 
Blown, like a Pigmee by the Winds, to war. 
A beardleſs Chief, a Rebel, cer a Man : 

(So young his hatred to his Prince began.) 


Next 


A Satyre apainſt Sedition. or 


—— —— 


ext this, (How wildly will Ambition ſteer!) 
Vermin, wriggling in th' Uſurper's Ear. 
artring his venal wit for ſums of gold 
e caſt himſelf into the Saint-like mould; 
roan'd, ſighd and pray'd, whik Godlineſs was gain ; 
he lowdeſt Bagpipe of the Squeaking Train. 
ut, as tis hard to cheat a Juggler's Eyes, 
is open lewdneſs he cou'd neer diſguiſe. 
4; (here ſplit the Saint: for Hypocritique Zeal 
\llows no Sins but thoſe it can conceal. 


boring to Scandal gives too large a ſcope: 

aints muſt not trade; but they may interlope. 

Th ungodly Principle was all the fame; 

ut a groſs Cheat betrays his Partner's Game. 
ſides, their pace was formal, grave and ſlack: 

Is nimble Wit out-ran the heavy Pack. 

Yet ſtill he found his Fortune at a ſtay ; 

Whole droves of Blockheads choaking up his way ; 
[hey took, but not rewarded, his advice; 

Villain and Wit exaC a double price. 
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Pow'r was his aym: but, thrown from that pretence 
The Wretch turn'd loyal in his own defence; | 
And Malice reconcild him to his Prince. 
Him, 1n the anguiſh of his Soul he ſerv'd; 
Rewarded faſter ſtill than he deſerv'd. 
Behold him now exalted into truſt ; 


His Counſel's oft convenient, ſeldom juſt. 
Evn in the moſt ſincere advice he gave 


\= 


He had a grudging ſtill to be a Knave. 


The Frauds he learnt in his Fanatique years 


Made him uneaſy in his lawfull gears. 

At beſt as little honeſt as he cou: 

And, like white Witches, miſchievouſly good. 
To his firſt byaſs, longingly he leans; 

And rather wou'd be great by wicked means. 
Thus, fram'd for ill, he loos'd our Triple hold; 
(Advice unſafe, precipitous, and bold. ) 

From hence thoſe tears! that 7/;um of our woe! 
Who helps a pow'rfull Friend, fore-arms a Foe, 
What wonder if the Waves prevail fo far 

When He cut down the Banks that made the bar? 
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25 follow but their Nature to invade; | 
© the by Art our native Strength betray'd. 

So $amp/on to his Foe his force conceſt ; 

\nd, to be horn, lay ſlumbring on her breaſt. 
ut, when this {fatal Counſel, found too late, | 
xpogd its Authour to the publique hate; | 


When his juſt Sovereign, by no impious way, 


ou'd be ſeduc'd to Arbitrary ſway ; 

orfaken of that hope, he ſhilts the ſayle ; 

rives down the Current with a pop'lar gale; ; 
d ſhews the Fiend confeſs d without a vaile. 

e preaches to the Crowd, that Pow'r is lent, 

ut not convey d to Kingly Government; 

tat Claimes ſucceſſive bear no binding force ; 

hat Coronation Oaths are things of courſe: 

aintains the Multitude can never err; 

d ſets the People in the Papal Chair. 

be reaſon's obvious; [nt reſt never yes; ; 


ie moſt have {till their IntTeſt in their eyes; 

te pow'r is always theirs, and pow'r is ever wile. 
mighty Crowd, thou ſhorten'ſt all diſpute; © 
wer is thy Eſſence; Wit thy Attribute ! 


ar? 
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Nor Faith nor Reaſon make thee at a ſtay, 

Thou leapſt oer all eternal truths, in thy Pindari; 
Athens, no doubt, did righteouſly decide, (w 
When Phocion and when Socrates were tryd: 

As righteonſly they did thoſe dooms repent, 

Still they were wiſe, what ever way they went. 
Crowds err not, though to both extremes they 
To kill the Father, and recall the Son. 

Some think the Fools were moſt, as times went the 
But now the World's oer ſtock'd with prudent m 
The common Cry is ev'n Religion's Teſt ; 
The Tark's is, at Conſtantinople, belt ; 

Idols in /rdia, Popery at Rome ; 

And our own Worſhip onely true at home. 
And true, but for the time, 'tis hard to know 
How long we pleaſe it ſhall continue ſo. 

This ſide to day, and that to morrow burns; 
So all are God-a'mighties in their turns. 

A Tempting DoCtrine, plauſible and new : 
What Fools our Fathers were, if this be true ! 
Who, to deſtroy the ſeeds of Civil War, 
Inherent right in Monarchs did declare: 


gs A Satyre againſt Sedition: 


And, that a lawfull Pow might never ceaſe, 
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Secur'd Succellion, to ſecure our Peace. 

Thus Property and Sovereign Sway, at laſt 

In equal Balances were juſtly caſt : 

But this new Jehu ſpurs the hot mouth horſe ; 
Inftrufts the Beaſt to know his native force ; 
To take the Bit between his teeth and fly 

To the next headlong Steep of Anarchy. 


# Too happy England, it our good we knew; 


J Wou'd we poſleſs the freedom we purſue ! 


The laviih Government can give no more: 


Yet we repine; and plenty makes us poor. 

God try'd us once; our Rebel-fathers fought ; 
He glutted '*em with all the pow'r they ſought : 
Till, maſterd by their own uſurping Brave, 
The free-born Subject ſunk into a Slave. 

We loath our_ Manna, and we long for Quails; 
Ah, what is man, when his own wiſh prevails ! 
How raſh, how ſwift to plunge bimſelf in ill; 
Proud of his Pow'r, and boundleſs in his Will! 
hat Kings can doe no wrong we muſt believe : 
one can they doe, and muſt they all receive? 


Help 


; 


| 
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Help Heaven! or fadly we ſhall ſee an hour, 
When neither wrong nor right are in their pow'r! | 
Already they have loſt their beſt defence, 

The benefit of Laws, which they diſpence. 

No juſtice to their righteous Cauſe allow'd; 
But baffled by an Arbitrary Crowd. 

And Medalls grav'd, their Conqueſt to record, 
The Stamp and Coyn of their adopted Lord. 


The Man who laugh'd but once, to ſee an Aſs 
Mumbling to make the croſs-grain'd Thiſtles pals; 
Might laugh again, to ſee a Jury chaw 
The prickles of unpalatable Law. 

The witneſſes, that, Leech-like, liv'd on bloud, 
Sucking for them were medcinally good; 
But, when they faſten'd on 2hezr feſter'd Sore, 
Then, Juſtice and Religion they forſwore; | 
Their Maiden Oaths debauch'd into a Whore. Er 
Thus Men are raisd by FaCtions, and decry d; I 
And Rogue and Saint diſtinguiſh'd by their Side. FT! 
They rack ev'n Scripture to confeſs their Cauſe; F0i 
And plead a Call to preach, inſpight of Laws. [Fu 


el Rf m7 ry N3_ 


A Satyre againſt Sediticn. 


Wut that's no news to the poor injur'd Page, 
It has been usd as 1ll in every Age; 
And is conſtrain'd, with patience, all to take; 
For what delence can Greek and Hebrew make? 
Happy who can this talking Trumpet ſeize; 


They make it ſpeak whatever Scenic they pleaſe! 


Twas fram'd, at firſt, our Oracle t' enquire ; 
But, ſince our Sects in prophecy grow h;&her, | 
The Text inſpires not them;but they the Text 1nipire.F, 


5; London, thou great Emporium of our lite, 

O, thou too bounteous, thou too {ruitiull Nzlez 
How {hall T praiſe or curſe to tizy deſert: 

Or ſeparate thy ſound, from thy corrupicd part! 
[ calld thee Nie; the parallel will ſtand : 

Thy tydes of Wealth ovcrilow the fatten'd Land; 


Yet Monſters from thy large? increaſe we find, 


Engender'd on the Slyme thou leav'it behind. 


Xdition h2s not wholly ſeiz'd on thee ; 


Thy noblcr Parts are from iniection tree. 


£1 


0! Zraet's Tribes thou haſt a numerous band; 


But ill the Canaanzte is in the Land. 
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Thy military Chiets are brave and true; 

Nor are thy diſinchanted Burghers few. 

The Head is loyal which thy Heart commands ; 
But what's a Head with two ſuch gouty Hands 2 
The wiſe and wealthy love the ſureſt way ; 

And are content to thrive and to obey. 

But Wiſedom is to Sloath too great a Slave; 

None are ſo buſie as the Fool and Knave. 

Thoſe let me curſe; what vengeance will they urg 
Whoſe Ordures neither Plague nor Fire can purge; 
Nor ſharp experience can to duty bring, 


Nor angry Heaven, nor a forgiving King ! 

In Goſpel phraſe their Chapmen they betray : 
Their Shops arc Dens, the Buyer is their Prey. 
The Knack of Trades is living on the Spoil; 


They boaſt cen when cach other they beguile. 

Cuſtoms to ſteal is ſuch a trivial thing, 

That tis their Charter to defraud their King. 

All hands unite of every jarring Se& ; 

They cheat the Country firſt, and then infect. 

They, for God's Cauſe their Monarchs dare dethront 

And they'll be ſure to make his Cauſe their own. 
Wheti 
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Whether the plotting Jeſuite lay'd the plan 

Of murth'ring Kings, or the French Puritan, 

Our Sactilegtous Sets their Guides outgo ; 

And Kings and Kingly Pow'r wou'd murther too, 


What means their Trait rous Combination leſs, 
Too plain t' evade, too ſhamefull to confeſs. 
But Treaſon is not ownd when tis deſcry'd ; 
Succeſsfull Crimes alone are juſtify'd. 
The Men, who no Conſpiracy woud find, 
Who doubts, but had it taken, they had join'd. 
Joind, in a mutual Cov'nant of defence: 
At firſt without, at laſt againſt their Prince. 
If Sovereign Right by Sovereign Pow r they ſcan, 
The fame bold Maxime holds in God and Man: 
God were not fafe, his Thunder cou'd they ſhun 
He ſhou'd be forc'd to crown another Son. 


Thus, when the Heir was from the Vineyard thrown , 


The rich Poſſeſſion was the Murth'rers own. 

[a vain to Sophiſtry they have recourſe : 

By proving theirs no Plot, they prove 'tis worſe; 
Unmask'd Rebellion, and audacious Force. 


H 2 Which, 
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Which, though not Actual, yet all Eyes may ſee 

Tis working, in th' immediate Powr to be; 

For, from pretended Grievances they riſe, 

Firlt to diſlike, and after to cefpile. 

Then, Cyciop-like in humane Fleſh to deal; 

Chop up a Miniſter, at every meal; 

Perhays not wholly to melt down the King; 

But clip his regal rights within the Ring. 

From thence, t afſume the powr of Peace and War; 
And caſe him by degrees of publique Care. 

Vct, to conſult his Dignity and Fame, 
He thoud have lcave to cxerciſe the Name ; | 
And hold the Cards, while Commons play'd thegame. 
For what can Pow'r give more than Food and Drink 


To hve at cafe, and not be bound to think 2 
Theſe are the cooler methods of the Crime; 
But their hot Zealots think 'tis loſs of time: / 
On utmoſt bounds of Loyalty they ſtand, \ 
And grinn and whet like a Croatian Band; 1 
That waits impatient for the laſt Command. F 
Thus Out-laws open Villany maintain; R 


They {teal not, but in Squadrons ſcoure the Plain: 
| And 
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"m0 
And, if their Pow the Paſſengers ſubdue; 


The Moſt have right, the wrong is in the Few. 
Such impious Axiomes toolithly they ſhow ; 
For, in fome Soils Republiques will not grow : 
Our Temp'rate Iſle will no extremes ſuſtain, 
Of poplar Sway, or Arbitrary Reign: 
But ſlides between them both into the beſt : 
Secure in freedom, in a Monarch bleſt. 
;E And though the Climate, vex't with various Winds, 
Works through our yielding Bodies, on our Minds, 
The wholſome Tempeſt purges what it breeds; 
To recommend the Calmnels that ſucceeds. 
WE But thou, the Pander of the Peoples hearts, 
(O Crooked Soul, and Serpentine in Arts, ) 
Whoſe blandiſhments a Loyal Land have whor'd, 
And broke the Bonds ſhe plighted to her Lord ; 
What Curſes on thy blaſted Name will fall! 
Which Age to Age their T.cgacy ſhall call ; 
forall muſt curſe the Woes that muſt deſcend on all. 
Religion thon haſt none : thy Mercury 
Has paſs'd throughevery Sect, or theirs through Thee: 
et 3 But 


nd 


102 The MEDALL. 


 — ""s - -— - WT OO Tn ng FT "I —_ 
. J 
” - 


But what hou givit, that Venom Mil remains; 
And the pox'd Nation feels Thee in their Brains. 
What elſe inſpires the Tongues, and ſwells the Breaſts 
Of all thy bellowing Renegado Prieſts, 

That preach up Thee for God3 diſpence thy Laws; 
And with thy Stumm ferment their fainting Cauſe} 
Freſh Fumes of Madneſs raiſe; and tote and ſweat 
To make the formidable Cripple great. 

Yet, ſhou'd thy Crimes ſucceed, ſhoud lawleſs Pow! 
Compaſs thoſe Ends thy greedy Hopes devour, 

Thy Canting Friends thy Mortal Foes wau'd be; 


Thy God and Theirs will never long agree. 

For thine, (1f thou haſt any,) muſt be one 

That lets the World and Humane-Kind alone: 

A jolly God, that paſſes hours too well 

To promiſe Heav'n, or threaten us with Hell. 

That unconcern'd can at Rebellion fit; 

And Wink at Crimes he did himſelf commit. 

A Tyrant theirs; the Heav'n their Prieſthood paint 

A Conventicle of gloomy ſullen Saints ; 

A Heav*n, like Bedlam, flovenly and fad ; 

Forc-doonid for Souls, with falſe Religion mad. 
: Wi) I 
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' Without a Viſion Poets can fore-ſhew = 
What all but Fools, by common Senſe may know : 
ſtoÞ If true Succeſſion trom our Iſle ſhou'd fail, 


And Crowds profane, with impious Arms prevail, 


| Shall reap that Harveſt of Rebellious Rage, 
With which thou flatterſt thy decrepit Ape. 


The ſwelling Poiſon of the ſev'ral Sects, 
vill Which wanting vent, the Nations Health infe&s 


's; | Not thou, nor thoſe thy FaCtious Arts ingage 


Shall burſt its Bag; and fighting out their way 
The various Venoms on each other prey. 
The Presbyter, puft up with ſpiritual Pride, 
Shall on the Necks of the lewd Nobles ride : 
His Brethren damn, the Civil Pow'r dely ; 
And parcel out Republique Prelacy. 
But ſhort ſhall be his Reign: his rigid Yoke 
And Tyrant Pow'r will puny Sets provoke ; 
And Frogs and Toads, and all the Tadpole Train 
( Crane. 


Will croak to Heay'n for help, from this devouring 
The Cut-throat Sword and clamorous Gown ſhall jar, 
In ſharing their ill-gotten Spoils of War : 

H 4 Chiefs 
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Ciitcfs ſhall be grudg'd the part which they pretend, 


—— 


Lorcs envy Lords, and Friends with every Friend 
About their impious Merit ſhall contend. | 
The furly Commons ſhall reſpect deny ; 

And juſlle Peerage our with Property. 

Their Geral either ſhall his Truſt betray, 

And force the Crowd to Arbitrary ſway ; 

Or they tuſpecting Is ambitious Aim, 

In hate of Kings ihall caſt anew the Frame; 

And thruſt our Co/arine that bore their Name. 

Thus inborn Brotls the Factions wou'd ing7e ; 
Or Wars of Exild Heirs, or Foreign Rage, 
Tl] halting Vengeance overtook our Ape : 


_ oOnr wild 27 OI wearicd into Reſt, 


——————— — 


Pudet hac opprobria, vobts 
£t aici potuiſſe, & non potuiſſe refelli. 


THE END. 


Ovids Elegies, 


BOOK LT 


ELEGY the FIRST. 


| —— 


Engliſbed By Mr. Cooper. 


— — W— 


N lofty Strains, faid I, fome mighty thing, 
Of Arms and War I mean to Sing ; 
In equal Numbers, let the Verſcs meet, 
Like the Aion, brave and great. 
But T.ove untoward ſtill, and {till perverſe 


Was (cen to laugh and maim my Verſe; 
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And thi latter line, tho near of that ſame Kind, 
Is forc'd to limp and hault behind. 

Poets the Muſes ſhould obey, not thee ; 
Who gave thee then this Tyranny 2 

Who did to th' cguel Boy the power permit 
Both to Command us, and our Wit? 


CEA 


The pointed Spear ſoft Yeuus ſhould not move ; 
Nor warlike Pa/las deal in Love ; 

Upon the Mountains Ceres ſhould not reign; 
Nor ſhould Dzaza Till the plain; 

Nor ſhould Apollo come to the bloudy fray ; 
Or Mars upon the Harp to play : 

Too large thy Empire, and too great thy power; 
Does thy Ambition aim at more ? 

Wouldſt thou the Muſes too Controll, vain Boy; 
Nor let their King his Harp Enjoy ? 

To loftier things, faid I, my thoughts I raiſe 
Than Boy's or viler Woman's praiſe : 

In vain I ſtrove to Sing of lofty things, 
He Lurd me down and Clipt my Wings ; 

Yet troward I, and Stubborn ſtill remain'd, 
And ſtruggld much and much Complain'd ; 


With 
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Vich that his Stout and well-ſtrong Bow he bent, 
From thence a mighty Arrow fent. 


— 


Strong was the fatal Bow, the Arrow fleet, 


And now ( vain Man!) faid he now write, 

Ah me! the Bow was ſtrong, the Arrow ſure, 
Witneſs the torments I endure. 

Againſt ſuch force what Man can keep the Field? 
 yeild, Great God, cry'd I, I yeild: 

At thy Command, dread Conquerer, to Sing 
Or any way, or any thing. 


— 
— — 


—— 


"RELEGY the SEC O ND. 
Engliſbed By Mr. Creech. 


H me! why am I fo uncafie grown ? 


Why do I wiſh to ſleep, but with in vain ? 


Ah why ſo reſtleſs on my Bed of down? 


Why am I all the tedious night in pain ? 
What cauſe is this that eaſe that reſt denies ? 
And why my words break forth in gentle ſighs? 
| | Sure 


th 
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Sure I ſhould nd if Love had FI ty Dart. 
Or creeps he ſoitly in with treacherous Art, 
And then grows Tyrant thcreand wounds the Heart!) 


—_— 
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Tis fo, the ſhatt flicks deep and galls my Brea 


Tis Tyrant Love, that robs my thoughts of reſt! 


Well, ſhall I tamely yield, or muſt I fight ? 


Til yield, tis patience makes a burthen light : 

A thaken Torch grows fierce, and Sparks ariſe, 

But, if unmovd, the fire looks pale and dyes. 

The hard moutlid Horſe ſmarts tor his fierce diſdain, 

The Gentle's rigen with a looſer rein. 

Love ſmooths the Gentle, but the fierce reclaims;: 
te fires their Breaſts, and fills their Souls with flame, 

I yield, Great Love, my lormer Crimes forgive, 

Forget my Rebel thoughts, and let me live 

No nced ol _ | willingly obey, 

And now unarm's, ihall prove no glorious Prey. 

Go take thy "HP hi Doves, thy myrtle Crown, 

Ang, for thy Chariot, Mars thall lend his Own ; 
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Thy genic hanus thy Mothers Doves faall Guide. 
And 
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\nd there, to make thy Glorious Pomp and State, 


YA Train of ſghing Youths and Maids thall wait, 
rr)Yet none Complains of an unhappy fate. 
aft There newly conquer I, f11}] frein my wound, 

J 
1 Fill march along, my hands with Myrtle bound ; 
There modeſtly with Vails thrown ocr her Face, 
Now doubly bluſhing at her own diſgrace 
There ſober thoughts, and whatſocer diſdains 
Love's rule, ſhall feel his power and bear his chains : 


Then all ſhall fear, all bow, yet all rejoice, 


10, 


h Triuwphe tc the publick Voice. 
Thy conſtani Guards, ſoft fancy, hope, and fear, 
Anger and foft Caretles ſnall be there : 


By theſe ſtrong Guards are Men and Gods oerthrown, 


Theſe Conquer for thee, Love, and theſe alone: 
Thy Mother from the Sky, thy Pomp ſhall grace, 
And ſcatter ſweetelt Roſes in thy Face: 

There glorious Love ſhall ride, profuſely dreſt 

With all the richeſt Jewels of the Eaſt : 

Rich Gemms thy Quiver and thy Wheels infold, 
And hide the poorneſs of the baſer Gold. 
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Then thou ſhalt conquer many, then thy Darts 
Shall ſcatter thouſand wounds on tender Hearts : 
Thy ſhafts themſelves will fly, thy neighbouring 
Will catch mens breaſts and kindle warm defire. 
Thus conquering Bacchus looks in [»dian Groves, 
He drawn by Tygers, Thou by murmuring Doves 
Well then, ſince I too can encreaſe thy train, 
Spend not thy force on me and rage in vain; 

Look on thy Kinſman Cz/ar's happy ſlaves, 

The ſame vi&torious Arm that conquers faves. 


__—_———vy 
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ELEGY the FOUR TH 
Inſtruftions to his Mrs. how to behave ber [ff 


at Supper before her Husband. 
Engliſhed By Sir Ch. Scrope. 


—_— 


pu to conſtrain our Joys, that il-bred, rude; 
k J Familiar thing your Husband will intrude; 


For a Juſt Judgment may thunwelcorne Gaeft 
At this Nights lucky Supper eat his laſt. 


Ho 
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How ſhall I then with patience ſtand by, 
While my Corinna gives another Joy ? 


iS His wanton hands in her ſoft boſome warms, 

And feels about her Neck his claſping Arms ? 

S, Oh torturing Sight ! but ſince it muſt be ſo, 

Ve Be kind and learn what tis I'de have you doe. 

Come firſt, be ſure, for tho the place may prove 

KUnfit for all we wiſh, 'twill ſhew your Love. 

When call'd to Table you demurely go, 

Gently 1n paſſing touch my hand or toe. 


Mark all my ACtions well, obſerve my Eye, 
My ſpeaking Signs, and to each Sign reply. 

I I doe ought of which you would complain, 
YUpon your Elbow lapguiſhingly lean. 

But if your pleas'd with what T doe or fay, 
Steal me a ſmile and ſnatch your Eyes away. 
When you refle& on our paſt ſecret Joys, 

WHold modeſtly your Fann before your Eyes : 


And when your nauſeous Husband tedious grows, 
Your lifted hands with ſcornfull anger cloſe ; 

As if you call'd for vengeance from above 

Upon that dull Impediment to Love. 


le; 


A thou- 
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A thouſand skilfull ways we'll find to ſhew 


Our mutual Love, which none but we ſhall know. 


Il watch the parting Glaſs, when &cr you drink, 


And where your Lips have toucht it kiſs the brink, 


Like {till the Diſh that in your reach docs ſtand, 


Taking the Plate I ſo may feel your hand, 


But what he recomends to you to cat 
Coyly refuſe, as if you loath'd the meat; 


Nor Iet his Matrimonial right appear 
By any il-timd houſehold Freedom there. 

Let not his fulſome Armes imbrace your waſte, 
Nor lolling head upon your boſome ret. | 
One kiſs would ſtreight make all my paſſion kno, 
And my fierce Eyes with rage would claim their own. 
Yet what thus paſſes will be done 1th light, | 
But Oh! the Joys thar may be kept from ſight ; 
Legs lockt in Legs, thighs preſiing thighs, and all 
The wanton Spells that up Loves tury call. 
Theſe cunning Arts which I ſo oft have us'd 
Make me now fear to be my felt abug'd. 

To clear my doubts, fo far your chair remoye 
As may prevent tit Intelligence of Love. 
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Put him in mind of pledging every health, 
And let the tutor'd Page add wine by ſtealth ; 
The Sot grown drunk we caſier may retire, 


—— 1 
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(And doe as the Occaſion {hall inſpire. 
But after all, how ſmall ( alas) the gains, 
Will be, for which we take ſuch mighty pains! 
orn from my Arms, you muſt go home to bed, 
And leave your poor forſaken Lover dead ; 
ruel divorce ! Enough to break my heart, 
Without you promiſe this, before you part. 
When my bleſt Rival, goes to reap his Joy, 
Receive him ſo as may the bliſs deſtroy : 
Let not the leaſt kind mark of Love eſcape, 
But all be duly and a lawfull Rape; 
G deadly cold and void of all deſire, 


t like a Charm, it may put out his fire. 
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11 {ut if compell'd, you ſhould at laſt comply, 
When we meet next, beſure you all deny. 
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ELEGY the FIFT 
Engliſhed By Mr. Duke. 
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p Was Noon, when ſcorch'd withthe double fir 
T Ot the hot Sun, and my more hot deſire, 
Stretcht on my downey Couch at eaſe was laid, 
Bigg with ExpeCtance of the lovely Maid. 

The Curtains but half drawn, a light let in, 

Such as in Shades of thickeſt Groves is ſeen; 

Such as remains, when the Sun flies away, 


NGA 


Or when Night's gone, and yet it is not day. 
This light to modeſt Maids muſt be allow'd, 
Where ſhame may hope its guilty head to Shrowd. 
And now my Love Corinna, did appear, 

Looſe on her Neck fell her divided hair ; 

Looſe as her flowing Gown, that wanton'd in the ah 
In ſuch a Garb, with ſuch a grace and mein, 

To her Rich bed came the 4ſyrian Queen. 

So Law look't, whea all the Youth of Greece 
With adoration did her charms confeſs. 


(115) 
Her envious Gowt: to pull away, I try'd, 
But ſhe reſiſted Nill, and {till deny'd; 
Bat ſo reſiſted, that ſhe ſeem'd to be *% 
Unwilling to obtain the Victory. | 
$0 I at laſt, an eafie Conqueſt had, 
Whilſt my fair Combatant her ſelf betray'd: 
But when ſhe naked ſtood before my Eyes, 
Gods! with what charms did the my Soul ſurpriſe? 
What Snowy Arms did I both ſee and teel 2 
With what rich globes did her ſoft boſome ſwell? 
Plump, as ripe Cluſters, roſe each glowing breaſt, 
K Courting the hand, and ſuing to be preſt ! 
What a ſmooth plain, was on her Belly ſpread? 
Where thouſand little Loves, and Graces play'd ! 
What Thighs ! What Legs! But why ſtrive I in vairt, 
Ech Limb, each grace, each feature to explain? 
One beauty did through her whole Body ſhine. 
Iaw, admir'd; and preſt it cloſe to mine. 
The reſt, who knows not ? Thus intranc'd we lay, 


yd. 
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Tilf in each others Arms we dy'd away ; 
O give me fuch a Noon (ye Gods) to every day. ? 


Halt i} 4 ELEGY 
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ELEGY 4s EIGHTH 


T. urſes a Bawd, for going about to 
debauch his Miſtreſs. 


Englilhed By Sir Ch. Sidly. 


And dreadfull ſtill with honovrable ſcars: 
Her youth and beauty, craft and guile ſupply 
Sworn Foe' to all degrees of Chaſtity. 
Dypſas, who firſt taught Love-ſick Maids the way ' 
To cheat the Bridegroom on the Wedding day. 
And then a hundred ſubtile tricks devis'd, 
Wherewith the Amorous Theft might be diſguis'd. 
Of Pigeons-blood, ſqueezd from the panting, heart, 
With Surfeit-water, to contract the part, 
She knows the Uſe : whilſt the good man betray'd, 
With eager Arms huggs the falſe bleeding Maid. 
Ot herbs and Spells ſhe tries the Guilty Force, 
The poyſon of a Mare that goes to Horſe. 


== is a Bawd renownd in Venus Wars, 
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Cleaving the Midnight Air upon a Switch, 
H. Some for a Bawd, moſt take her for a Witchy 
"'Þ Each Morning ſees her recling to her Bed, 


Her native Blew o'ercome with drunken red. © 
Her ready tongue neer wants an uſefull lie, 
Soft moving words, nor Charming flattery. 
Thus I overheard her to my Lucia ſpeak, 
| Young Damor's heart wilt thou for ever break ? 
He long has lov'd thee, and by me he ſends 
To learn thy motions, which he ſtill attends. 
If to the Park thou go; the Plays are ll ; 
If to the Plays, he thinks the Air wou'd kill. 
Y Þ Theother day he gazd upon thy Face, 
As he wou'd grow a Statue in the place; 
And who indeed does not? like a new Star, 
beauty like thine ſtrikes Wonders from afar. 
Alas, methinks thor art ill-dreſt to night, 
This Point's too poor; thy Necklace is not right. 
This Gown was by ſome botching Taylor made, 
|t ſpoils thy Shape; this Fucas is ill laid. 
Hear me, and be as happy as thou'rt fair, 


Damon is rich, and what thou wantſt can ſpare. 
I 3 Liks 


les 
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Like thine hisFace, like thine his Eyes are thought, 

Wou'd he not buy, he might himſelf be bought, 
Eycia bluſht; It is a gn of Grace, 

; Breply d, that Red becomes thy Face. 

All Lovers now by what they give are weigh'd, 

And ſhe is beſt belov'd that is beſt paid, 

The Sun-burnt Latines, in old Tatius Reign, 


Did to one man perhaps their Love reſtrain, 
Venus in her ZEncas City ules, 

And all adore her Deity, but Fools. 

Go on, ye Fair, Chaſte onely let ſuch live, 

As none will ask, and knaw not how to give. 
How prettily you frown? But Ill ſpeak on, 
Hear me, another day *twill be your own. 
Vertuous Pexelope is faid t have try'd, 

With a ſtrong Bow, each luſty Lover's ſide, 
Nor did Lucretiq kill herſelf for rage, 

But Lave of Zarquiv, in that colder Age. 

Tothe young Prince thevow'd, ne'er more to joyy 
In dull Embraces with her Cofatine, | 
To keep her ward the dy'd-ormere 


nt, Life ſteals away, and our beſt hours are gone, 
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Fer the true Uſe, or worth of them, be known. 
Things long neglected of themſelves decay,” » ® 
What we forbear time rudely makes his prey. 
Beauty is beſt preſerv'd by Exerciſe, 

Nor for that Task can one or few ſuffice. 

Wou'dſt thou grow rich, thou muſt from many take 


From one 'twere hard continually to rake. 

Without new Gowns, and Coaches, who can live? 

What does thy Poet, but new Verſes give ? 

A Poet, the laſt thing that Earth does breed, 
Whoſe Wit, for Sixpence, any one may reade. 

| Him that will give, to Homer I prefer, 

To give 1s an ingenious thing I ſwear. 

Deſpiſe not any can a preſent make, 

It matters not from whom, but what we take. 

Nor with the ſound of Titles be thou caught, 

For nothing can with empty Names be bought. 

Hang the poor Lover, and his Pedigree, 

The thriving Merchant, or fat Judge give me. 

If any beardleſs Stripling ask a Night, 

And think thee paid with mutual delight ; 
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Bid him go earn thy price among the men, | 
And when he has it, come to thee again. 
truly none, but ſeem in Love with all, 


And at old friends to thy new Lover rail. 
Sometimes deny, twill Appetite procure ; 

The ſharp-ſet Hawks will ſtoop to any Lure. 
Then grant again, leſt he a habit get 

Of living trom thee, bur be ſure thou let 

No empty Lover in: murmur ſometimes, 

And as firft hurt, reproach him with thy Crimes. 
Seem jealous, when thou'ſt been thy ſelf to blame, 
'Twill ſtop his mouth, it thou the firſt complain. 
All thou haſt done be ready to forſwear, 

For Lovers Oaths tair Yenus has no Ear. 

Whilſt he 15 with thee, let ſome Woman bring 
Some 7:4ian Stuff, or Foreign pretious thing; 
Which thou muſt ſay thou want'ſt, and he muſt buy, 
Though for it Six months hence in Gaol he lye. 
Thy Mother, Siſter, Brother, and thy Nurſe, 
Muſt have a pull each at thy Lover's Purſe. 

Let him from Rivals never be ſecure, 


That hope once gone, Love will not long endure. 
Slew 


.. 
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Shew him the preſents by thoſe Ri Is ſent, 


$o ſhall his bounty thy requeſt «My 


When he will give no more, ask him to lenGy 


If he want money, find a truſting Friend. 
Get Hangings, Cabinets, a Looking-glaſs, , 
Or any thifig for which his word will paſs. 
Praiſe theſe Rules, .thou'lt find the benefit ; 
I loſt my Beauty eer I got this wit. 
[ at that word ſtept frombehind the door, 
And ſcarce my Nails from her thin Ceeks forbore. 
Her few Grey haus in rage I vowd to pull, 
And thruſt her drunken Eyes into her Skull. 
Poor in a Dungeons bottom mayſt thou rot, 
Dye with a blow with thy beloved Pot, | 
No Brandy, and Eternal thirſt thy Lot. 


If 
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ELEGY te FIFTH 
To his falſe Miſtreſs. 
Engliſhed By Sir Ch. Sidly. 
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Hye begon ! who woud on thee rely, 


And thus at every moment with to dye? 
Peath is my wiſh, when on thy guilt I think, 
(Thy faithle(s guilt) at which I fain woud wink. 
Faiſe Maid, thou various torment of my lite, 


Thou flying pleaſure, and thou laſting griet ; 
| No 
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No doubtſull Letters thy loſt faith accuſe, 
Nor private gifts, thou mightſt with eaſe excuſe 


m— 


Such proofs, one word of thine might overcome ; 
Why is my cauſe ſo good, and thou ſo dumb? 
Happy's the man that's handſomely deceiv'd, 
Whoſe Miſtreſs ſwears and lies, and is believ'd. 

' Theſe Eyes beheld thee, when thou thoughſt me gone 
In books and ſigns (nor yet in thoſe alone) 
Conveying the glad meſſage of thy Love 
To that gay, vain, dull Fopp that fate above. 

* Þ 1 knew the Language ſoon, what could be hid 

From Lovers Eyes of all ye faid or did? 

When others roſe, I ſaw thee Dart a kiſs, 

The wanton prelude to a farther bliſs; 

Not ſuch as Wives to their cold Husbands give, 

But ſuch as hot Adulterers receiye. : 

Such as might kindle frozen appetite, 

And fire even waſted nature with delight. 

What art thou mad, I ery'd, before my face, 

Toſteal my wealth, and my new Rival grace? 
FI! rife and ſeize my own upon the place. 


p 
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Theſe ſoft endearments ſhould not farther go, 


But be the ſecret treaſure of us two, 
How comes this third in for a ſhare I'd know > 


This, and what more my griet inſpir'd, I faid; 
Her face the cover'd with a Conſcious red: 

Like a Cloud guilded by the riſing Sun, 

Or Virgin newly by her Love undone. 

Thoſe very bluſhes pleas'd, when ſhe caſt down 8 
Her lovely Eyes, with a diſdainfull frown. 
Diſdain became her, looking on the Earth, 

Sad were her looks, but Charming above mirth. 

I could have kill'd my ſelf, or him, or her, 
Scarce did my rage her tender Cheeks forbear : 
When I beheld her Face my anger cool, 

I felt my ſelf to a mere Lover fool'd. 

I, who but now ſo fierce, grow tame and ſue, 
With ſuch a kiſs we might our Love renew. 

She ſmil'd and gave me one might Fove difarm, 
And from his hand the brandiſht Thunder charm. 
;Twas worſe than death, to think my Rival knew 
Such Joys as till that hour to me were new. 
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—Þf She gave much better kiſſes than I taught, 


And ſomething ſtrange was in each rouch me-thought. 
They pleas'd me but too well, and thou didſt tongue, 
With too much art and skill, tor one ſo young: 

Nor is this all, though I of this complain, 

Nor ſhould I for a kiſs be fo in pain: | 

But thine cou'd never but in Bed be taught, 


| fear how dear thou haſt thy Knowledge bought. 


ELEGY te SIXT H. 
Engliſhed By Mr. Crecch. 


Las, poor Po, my Indian talker dyes! 
Go Birds, and celebrate his Obſequzes. 
Go Birds, and beat your Breaſts, your Faces tear, 


And pluck your gaudy plumes, inſtead of hair. 

Let dolefull Tunes the frighted Foreſts wound, 

And your fad Notes ſupply the Trumpets ſound. 
Why 
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Why Philomel doſt mourn, the 7hracian rape? 

It is enough, thy Grief at laſt aſſwage ; | 
His Crimſon faults are now grown white with Age. 
Now mourn this Bird, the Cauſe of all thy woe 
Was great 'tis true, but it was long apo. 


Mourn all ye wing'd Inhabitants of Air, 

But you, my Turtle, take the greateſt ſhare! 

You two livd conſtant Friends, and free from ftrife 
Your kindneſs was intire, and long as lite. 

What Pylades to his Oreſtes vow'd, 

To thee, poor Po/,, thy friendly Turtle ſhow'd, | 
And kept his Love as long as Fate allow'd. 

But ah, what did thy Faith, thy Plumes and Tail, 
And what thy pretty Speaking-art avail? 

And what that thou wert given, and pleasd my Mil 
Since now the Birds unhappy Glory dyes? 

A lovely verdant Green grac't every Quill, 

The deepeſt vivid Red did paint thy Bill : 

In ſpeaking thou didſt every Bird excell, 

None pratled, and none lifp's the words ſo well. 


'Twa 
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f was envy onely ſent this fierce Diſeaſe, 
Thou wert averſe to War, and liv'dſt in peace, 


A talking harmleſs thing, and lov'dſt thine Eaſe. 
The fighting Quails ſtill live midſt all their ſtrife, 
And even that, perhaps, prolongs their Life. 

Thy Meat was little, and thy pratling tongue 
Would neer permit thee make thy Dinner long: 
Phin Fountain-water all thy drink allow'd, 

And Nut, and Poppy-ſced, were all thy Food. 
The preying Yaltzres, and the Kites remain, 
And the unlucky Crow ſtill caws for Rain. 

The Chough ſtill lives, midſt fierce Minerva's hate, 
And ſcarce nine hundred years conclude her Fate. 
But my poor Po now hangs his ſickly head, 

My PeZ, my preſent from the Eaſt, is dead. 

beſt things are ſooneſt ſnatcht by covetous Fate, 
To worſe ſhe freely gives a longer date. 

Therfites brave Achilles Fate ſurvivd; 

And Hedtor fell, whilſt all his Brothers liv'd. 
Why ſhould I tell, what Vows Corinna made? 


How oft ſhe beg'd thy Life, how oft ſhe pray'd? 


The 
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To end the thread, they had no more to Spin. 
Yet ſtill he talkt, and when death nearer drew, 
His laſt breath ſaid, Corinna, now Adicu. 
There is a ſhady Cypreſs Grove below, 
And thither (it ſuch Gcoubttull things we know) 
The Ghoſts of pious Birds departed g0. 
Tis waterd well, and verdant all the year, 
And Birds obſcene do never enter there : 
There harmleſs Swans ſecurely take their reſt, 
And there the ſingle Phenix builds her neſt. 
Proud Peacocks there diſplay their gaudy Train, 
And billing Turtles Coo oer all the plain. 
To theſe dark ſhades my Parrot's ſoul ſhall go, 
And with his Talk divert the Birds below. 
Whilſt here his bones enjoy a Noble Grave, 
A little Marble and an Epitaph: 


In talking IT did every Bird excel, 
And my Tomb proves my Miſtreſs loud me well. 


The Seventh-day came, and now the Fates begin, 


A 129 ) 


ELEGY tte SEVENTH: 


He proteſls that he had never any thing to 
doe with the Chamber-maid. 


Engliſhed By Mr. Creech. 


CL — —Yy 


"A And when old crimsarepurg'd ſtill charg'd with 
What tho! at laſt my Cauſe I clearly gain? : 


. Nd muſt I ſtill be guilty, ſtill untrue, (new? 


Yet I'm aſham'd to ſtrive fo oft in vain, 
And when the Prize will ſcarce reward the pain. 
It at the Play I in Fop-corner fit, | 
And with a ſquinting Eye glote o'er the pit, 
Or View the Boxes, you begin to fear, 
And fanſie ſtreight ſome Rival Beauty there; 
, Bf any looks on me, you think you ſpy | 
 PAprivate Aſſignation in her Eye, 
A filent ſoft diſcourſe in every Grace, 


And Tongues in all the Features of her Face. 


k / ” 
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If I praiſe any one, you tear your hair, 

Shew frantick Tricks, and rage with wild Deſpair. 
If diſfcommend, O then 'tis all Deceit, 

I ſtrive to Cloak my Paſſion by the Cheat: 

Tf 1 look well, I then negle& your Charms, 

Lye dull and lazy in your ative Arms ; 


— 


Tf weak my voice, it pale my Looks appear, 

O then I languiſh for another Fair. 

Would I did fin, and you with Cauſe complain, 
For when we ſtrive to ſhun, yet ſtrive in vain, | 
*Tis Comfort ſure to have deſerv'd the pain. 

But ſure fond Fancies now ſuch heats engage, 
Your credulous peeviſh humour ſpoils your Rage 3 
In frequent Chidings I no force can ſee, 

You frown too often to prevail with me: 

The Aſs grows dull by Stripes, the conſtant blow 
Beats off his briskneſs, and he moves but ſlow. 
But now Im laviſh of my kind Embrace, 

And Moe/ forſooth ſupplies her Lady's place! 

Kind Love forbid that I ſhould ſtoop ſo low, 
What, unto mean ignoble Beauties bow ? 


A Cham- 


I, 


| A deſperate Oath, you muſt believe me now ; 
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A Chamber-maid! no Faith, my Loveflyes high, 


My Quarry is a Miſs of Quality. 
Fy, who would claſp a Slave, who joy to feel 


PO I TI Y 
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Her hands of Iron, and her ſides of Steel? 
'Twill damp an cager thought, *rwill check my mind 
To feel thoſe knubs the Laſh hath letr behind. 

Beſides ſhe dreſſes well, with lovely grace, 

She ſets thy Tour, and does adorn thy Face; 

Thy natural Beauty all her Arts improve, 

And make me more enamour'd of my Love: 

Then why ſhould I tempt her2 and why betray 
Thy uſefull Slave, and have her turn'd away ? 

I {wear by Venus, by Love's darts and Bow, 


Iam not guilty, I've not broke my Vow, 
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ELEGY te EIGHTH 
Engliſhed By Mr. Creech. 


— —— 


OE On oe rr 


To Corinny's Chamber-mazd. 


Ear skilfull Betty, who doſt far excell 
My Lady's other Maids in dreſſing well: 
Dear Betty, fit to be preferr'd above 
To 7uno's Chamber, or the Queen of Love; 
Gentile, well bred, not ruſtically coy, 
Not eaſe to deny deſired Joy. 
Through whoſe ſoft Eyes ſtill ſecret wiſhes ſhine, 
Fit for thy Miſtreſs Uſe, but more for mine; 
Who, Betty, did the fatal Secret ſee, ; 
Who told Corinna, you were kind to me? 
Yet when ſhe chid me for my kind Embrace, 
Did any guilty Bluſh ſpread o'er my Face? 
Did I betray thee, Maid, or could ſhe ſpy 
The leaſt Confeſſion in my conſcious Eye? 
Not that I think it a diſgrace to prove 
 Stolm ſweets, or make a Chamber-maid my Love. 
Achilles 
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Achilles wanton'd in Briſes Armes ; 

HE 4rrides bow'd to fair Caſandra's Charms. 
Sure I am leſs than theſe, then what can bring 
Diſgrace to me, that ſo became a King ? 
But when ſhe lookt on you, poor harmleſs Maid 
You bluſht, and all the kind Intrigue betray'd; 
Yet ſtill T vow'd, I made a ſtout defence, 
I ſwore, and lookt as bold as Innocence: 
Damme, I gad, all that, and let me dye; 


Kind Venus, do not hear my perjury, 

Kind Venus, ſtop thy Ears when Lovers lye. 

Now, Betty, how will you my Oaths requite ? 
Come prethee lets compound tor more delight, ; 
Faith I am eaſie, and but ask a Night. 

Fhat! Start at the propoſal > how ! deny 2 

Pretend fond Fears of a Diſcovery ? 

Refuſe leſt ſome ſad Chance the thing betray 2 

Is this your kind, your damnd Obliging way? 

Well, deny on, I'll lye, Fll ſwear no more, 

Corinua now ſhall know thou art a Whore ; 

[ll tell ſince you my fair Addreſs forbid, 

How often, when, and where, and what we did. 
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FLEGY te FIGHTH 
Englijhed By Another Hand. 
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To his Miſtreſss Maid. 


Hou to whom evry Artfull dreſs is known, 
| Fitto attend on Goddeſſes alone, 


Whom I 1n ſton delights have found fo free, 

Fit tor your Millrcls, but more fit for Me ; 

Tell me, O tell the falſe Diſcoverers 

Ot our paſt.Joys, and ail our tender hours. 

Yet Cicl 7 bluſh? Or did my Language move 

The leaſt Suſpicion ot our conſcious Love? 

What tho [ cax'd the man with want of ſenſe; 

Whole generous Love coud with the Maid diſpence} 

Did not Achilles tair Briſers love, 

And Greece's King his Captive's Vaſlal prove? 

Am I then greater than brave Pelens Son, 

1 hat | tnould icorn the thing which Kings have done} 

But when on you ſhe fix't her angry Eyes, 

Your Cheeks conſeſt the Crime your Tongue denics 
= While 
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While my more ſett!d Soul the Fad diſproves, 
TJ And makes the Gods the Patrons of our Loves. 
| (Bat O ye Gods forgive the Injury, 
And ſpare fo ſweet, ſo harmleſs Perjury.) 


- Þ Then what Reward is to ſuch Service due 2 
Be kind, my Dear, and [t's our Joys renew. 


lngratefull Maid ! can you here feign delay ? 
More than my Paſſion, ſhall her Anger (way 2 
Should your nice Folly ſtill deny Acceſs, 
[ll tura Informer, and my ſelf confeſs ; 
' Fen where we were, how oft, and what was done, 
Both to your Miſtreſs, and the World Ill own. 


ee ee 
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ELEGY tte NINTH. 
ce? Engliſhed By the late Earl of Rocheſtcr. 
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To Love. 
Love how cold and ſlow to take my part, 
() Thou idle wanderer about my heart? 
Why thy old faithfull Souldier wilt thou ſe 
Oppreſt in thy own Tents? they murther me. 
K 4 Thy 
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Thy Flames conſume, thy Arrows pierce thy friends 
Rather on foes purſue more noble ends. 
Achilles Sword would certainly beſtow 


A cure as certain, as it gave the blow. 
Hunters who follow flying Game, give oer 

When the prey's caught, hopes ſtill lead on before. | 
We thine own ſlaves feel thy Tyrannick blows, 
Whilſt thy tame hand's unmov'd againſt thy foes. 
On men difarm'd how can you gallant prove ? 

And I was long ago diſarm'd by Love. 

Millions of dull men live, and ſcornfull Maids, 

We'll own Love valiant when he theſe invades. 

Rome from each corner of the wide World ſnatch't 

A Laurel, or t had been to this day thatcht. 

But the old Souldier has his reſting place, 

And the good{ batter d Horſe is turnd ta Graſs. 

The harraſt Whore, who livd a wretch to pleaſe, 
Has leave to be a Bawd, and take her eaſe. 

For me then who have trucly ſpent my bloud 
(Love) 1n thy ſervice and fo boldly ſtood 

In Celia's trenches, wer't not wiſely done ; 
Een to retire and live at peace ar home ? 
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ds No—might I gain a Godhead to diſclaim 
My glorious Title to my endleſs Flame, 
Divinity. with ſcorn I would forſwear, 
Such ſweet dear tempting Devils Women are. 


When eer thoſe flames grow faint, I quickly find 
| A fierce black ſtorm pour down upon my mind ; 
[Al 


bp 


Headlong I'm hurl 


Their (fury flaming) Courſers would reſtrain ; 


As Ships juſt when the harbour they attain 
Are ſnatcht by ſudden blaſts to Sea again ; 
$o Loves fantaſtick ſtorms reduce my heart 
Half reſcu'd, and the God reſumes his dart. 
t Þ Strike here, this undefended boſome wound, 
And ſor fo brave a Conqueſt be renown'd, 
Shaſts fly ſofaſt to me from every part; 


d like horſemen, who in vain 


Youll ſcarcediſcern the Quiver from my heart. 


Or think himſelf in lazy ſlumbers bleſt 
Fool——1s not ſleep the Image of pale Death, 


What wretch can bear a live-long Nights dull reſt, * 


There'stime for reſt when Fate hath ſtopt your breath. 


' Þ Me may my foft deluding Dear deceive, 
lm happy in my hopes while 1 believe: 


Now 
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Now let her flatter, then as fondly chide, 
Often may I enjoy, ott be deny'd. 

With doubttull ſteps the God of War does move, 
By thy Example in Ambiguous Love. 

Blown to and fro, like Down from thy own Wing, 
Who knows when Joy or Ancuih thou wilt bring? 
Yet at thy Mother's and thy ſlaves requeſt, 

Fix an eternal Empire in my breaſt : 

And let th' inconſtant charming Sex, 

Whoſe wilfull ſcorn does Lovers vex, 

Submit their hearts before thy Throne, 

The Vaſial world is then thy own. 
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ELEGY the TWELV TH 
Engliſhed By My. Creech. 
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Im Yifor now, my dear Corinna's mine. 
As ſhe was hard to get, a carefull ſpy, | 


Lg Laurels round my Temples twine, 


A Door well barr'd, and jealous Husband's Eye 
Long time preſerv'd her troubleſome Chaſtity. 


Now 


2 


(| 
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Now I deſerve a Crown, I briskly wood, 

And won my Prey without a drop of Bloud : 
'Twas not a petty Town with Gates and Bars, 
(Thoſe little Trophies of our meaner Wars;) 

No *twas a Whore, a lovely Whore I took, 

| won her by a Song, and by a Look. 

When Ten years ruin'd 7roy, how mean a Name 
Atrides got 2 how ſmall his ſhare of Fame? 

But none pretends a parr in what I won, 

The ViRtory's mine, the Glory all my own. 

| in this Conqueſt was the General, 

The Souldier, Engine, Horſe and Foot, and all. 
fortune and lucky Chance can claim no ſhare, 
Come Triumph gotten by my ſingle Care. 

[ fought, as moſt have done, for Miſs, and Love, 
tor Helen, Europe, and all Afra flrove: 

The Centaures rudely threw their Tables or, 
And ſpilt their Wine, and boxt to get a Whore: 
The Trojans tho they once had loſt their Troy, 
Yet fought to get their Lord another Joy : 

The Romays too did venture all their Lives, 

And ſtoutly fought their Fathers for their Wives. 


£ (140) 


For one fair Cow I've ſeen two Bulls engage, 
Whulſt ſhe ſtands by, and looks, and heats their rags 
Ev'a I (for Cupid fays he'll have it fo.) 

As moſt men are, muſt be his Souldier too. 

Yet I no bloudy Cenquerer ſhall prove, 

My Quarrels will be Kindneſs, Wars be Love. 


— —— 
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ELEGY the NINETEENTH 
Engliſhed By Mr. Dryden. 
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WF for thy felf thou wilt not watch thy Whore, 
I Watc] her for me that I may love her more ; 
What comes with eaſe we nauſeouſly receive, 

Who but a Sot wou'd ſcorn to love with leave? 

With hopes and fears my Flames are blown up higher Þ1 
Make me deſpair, and then I can deſire. 
Give me a Jilt to teaſe my Jealous mind, 

Deceits are Vertues in the Female kind. 

Corinna my Fantaſtick humour knew, 

Playdtrick for trick, and kept her ſelf ſtill gew: 
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the, that next-night I might the ſharper come, 
oof{Fell out with me, and ſent me faſting home ; 


Or ſome pretence to lye alone wou'd take, 
When &er ſhe pleas'd her head and teeth wou'd ake: 
Till having won me to the higheſt ſtrain, 
She took occaſion to be ſweet again. 
With what a Guſt, ye Gods, we then imbrac'd! 
— EHow every kiſs was dearer than the laſt ! 


Thou whom I how adore be edifyd, 
Take care that I may often be deny'd. 
- Forget the promisd hour, or feign ſome fright, 
e, {Make me lye rough on Bulks each other Night. 
eſe are the Arts that beſt ſecure thy reign, 
nd this the Food that muſt my Fires maintain. 
rols eaſie Love does like groſs diet, pall, 
er Fa queaſie Stomachs Honey turns to Gall. 
ad Danae not been kept in brazen Tow'rs, 
Jre had not thought her worth his Golden Show'rs. 
Nhen Juno to a Cow turn'd Fo's Shape, 
lhe Watchman helpt her to a ſecond Leap. 
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Let him who loves an eaſie Whetſtone Whore, 
Pluck leavesfrom Trees,and drink theCommon Shox 
The Jilting Harlot ſtrikes the fureſt blow, - 

A truth which I by fad Experience know. 

The kind poor conſtant Creature we deſpiſe, 

Man but purſues the Quarry whule it flies. 


But thou dull Husband of a Wife too fair, ] 
Stand on thy Guard, and watch the pretious Ware; 8 
If creaking, Doors, or barking Dogs thou hear, Þ|, 
Or Windows ſeratcht, ſuſpect a Rival there ; 

An Orange-wench wou'd tempt thy Wife abroad, 
Kick her, for ſhe's a Letter-bearing Bawd: 

In ſhort be Jealous as the Devil in Hell; 

And ſet my Wit on work to cheat thee well. 
The ſneaking City Cuckold is my Foe, 

I ſcorn to ſtrike, but when he Wards the blow. |. 
Look to thy hits, and leave off thy Conniving, 

Til be no Drudge to any Wittall living; 

T have been patient and forborn thee long, 

In hope thou wou'dſt not pocket up thy wrong: 
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If no Afﬀront can rouſe thee, underſtand 

Ml take no more Indulgence at thy hand. 
What, ne'er to be forbid thy Houſe and Wie ! 
Damn him who loves to lead fo dull a life. 

Now I can neither ſigh, nor whine, nor pray, 
All thoſe occaſions thou haſk ta'ne away. 

Why art thou ſo incorrigibly Civil ? 

Doe ſomewhat I may wiſh thee at the Devil. 

re; BFor ſhame be no Accomplice in my Treaſon, 

A Pimping Husband ts too much in reaſon. 


» Þ Once more wear horns before I quite forſake her, 
I hopes whereof I reſt thy Cuckold-maker. 


SEVERAL 
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ELEGY te FOURTH 
To A Man that lockt up his Wife. 
Engliſhed By Sir Ch. Sedley. 
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Ex not thy ſelf and her, vain Man, ſinceal 
\/ F 


By their own Vice, or Vertue ſtand or fall 
She's truely chaſte and worthy of that name, 
Who hates the ill, as well as fears the ſhame: 
And that vile Woman whom reſtraint keeps in 


Though ſhe forbear the At, has done the Sin. 
Shelf 
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Spies, Locks and Bolts may keep her brutal part, 
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But thouw'rt an odious Cuckold in her heart. 
They that have Freedom uſle-it leaſt, and fo 
The power of 1]! does the deſign oerthrow. 


Provoke not Vice by a too harſh reſtraint, 
Sick men long moſt todrink, who know they may'nt. 
The fiery Courſer, whom no Art can ſtay 
J| Or rugged force, does oft fair means obey : 
And he that did the rudeſt Arme diſdain, 
Submits with Quiet to the looſer rein. 
— Þ An hundred Eyes had Argos, yet the while 
*i One ſilly Maid did all thoſe Eyes beguile. 
Danae though ſhut within a braſen Tower, 
Felt the Male virtue of the Golden ſhower : 
But chaſte Pexe/ope, left to her own wall ©; 
And free diſpoſal, never thought of 1ll ; 
dhe to her abſent Lord preſerv'd her truth, 
For all th? Addreſſes of the ſmoother Youth. 
What's rarely ſeen our fancy magnifies, 


Permitted pleaſure who does not deſpiſe? 
Thy Care provokes beyond her Face, and more 


Men trive to make the Cuckold, than the Whore. 
Shel L They're 


They're wondrous charms we think,and long to know, 
That in a Wite inchant a Husband fo: 

Rage, Swear and Curſe, no matter, thee alone 
Pleaſes who ſighs and cryes I am undone; 

But could thy Spies fay we have kept her chaſte 2 
Good Servants then but an ill Wife thou haſt. 
Who tears to be a Cuckold 1s a Clown, 

Not worthy to partake of this lewd Town ; 
Where it is monſtrous to be fair and Chaſte, 

And not one Inch of either Sex lies waſte. 
Wouldſt thou be happy ? with her ways comply, 


Andin her Caſe lay poynts of honour by : 
The Friend{hip the begins wiſely improve, 
And a fair Wite gets one a world of Love: 


Se ſhalt thou wellcome be to Every treat, 
Live high, not pay, and never run in debt. 
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ELEGY te FIFTH 
Ovid's Dream. 


—_——————_— —  __. 


Was night,and (ſep had clos'd my weariedeyes 
| When dreadtull Viſions did my Soul ſurpriſe. 
Under an open Hill I dreamt there ſtood 


A ſtately viſionary Oaken Wood ; 
Which flocks of Birds continually receives 
In to the Shady Covert ot its leaves : 
Beyond a Meadow lay to ſieeping view, 
| Which murmuring Waters conſtantly bedew ; 
The pleaſant Virdure of th' extended Plain 
Thoſe murmuring Waters conſtantly maintain. 
Within the Wood I thought my felt to thade 
From Heat; but Heat did even the Woods invade ; 
When Lo ! a Cow, imaginary white, 
Did ſeem to feed within my fancy's ſight ; 
With a promiſcuous Bite ſhe did devour 
XF The tender Herb mixt with the ſpringing Flower ; 
L4 The 
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The pureſt Fleece of ſilent Waters neer 

Cou'd boaſt a White that cou'd with Hers compare, 
When freſh, unſullid, on the Earth it lay, 

And was not melted by too long a ſtay ; 


Nay whiter far than Milk fqueez'd from the Tett, 
That ſeem'd to quit the Udder with regret, 
Whilſt murmuring Bubbles wrinkle its ſmooth Face, 


Being rudely forcd to leave its native place. 

By Her a Bull, her happy Lover, fed, 

And they together made the Earth their Bed ; 
But as He lay and recall'd herbs did eat, 

And feaſt on his before digeſted mear, 

The Lover ſeem'd with heavy ſleep oppreſs'd, 
And did incline his horney Head to reſt : 
Mean time a Crow, that cut the yielding air, 
Th' Occaſion took, and thither did repair ; 

By the white Cow the wing Ill-Omen ſtood, 
And with new Paſſion fird her wanton blood : 
Thrice with his faucy Beak her breaſt did gore, 
And from her Neck her filver Hair he tore; 
She ſeem'd her Mate and Paſture loath to leave, 


(Yet on her Breaſt a ſpot I did perceive) 
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And when far oft ſhe grazing did eſpy 
e | Another Herd, I'm ſure they graz'd not nigh, 


To them ſhe went, thinking reliet might be 
In freſher Paſture, and freſh Company. 
Tell me, O tell me, ye that can reveal 
| The fatal Truths that boding Dreams conceal, 
ce, | What's thus obſcurely to my Fancy brought 
In Hieroglyphicks made of ſleeping Thought ? 
S$0I. So did th experienc'd Augur fay, 
Who did each Circumſtance exactly weigh. 
The ſcorching Heat that you fo vainly ſtrove 
T exclude with Leaves, was your prevailing Love. 
The Cow your Miſtreſs was ; for what coud be 
| By ſuch a lovely Creature meant but She? 
The Bull her happy Yoke-fellow, and Mate, 
Did figure you in your unrival'd ſtate. 
The Crow that ſeem'd the Heifers Breaſt to gore 
Was a damn'd Bawd that urg'd her to turn Whore, 
Your Miſtreſs as ſhe left you did bemoan 
You in a Widow'd Bed left cold, alone. 
The Spot on her white Breaſt, I fear, will be 
A fign of violated Chaſtity. 


L 3 
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Thus ſpake the wiſe Interpreter, when T, 


Pale with Deſpair and Griet, reſolv'd to dye: 
Had not the Viſion, that did wound my Sight, 
Kindly diffolv'd into the ſhades of Night. 


% 
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ELEGY the SINTH 
To a River, as he was going to his Miſtreſs. 
Engliſhed By Mr. Rimer. 
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TT courſe, thy noble courſe a while forbear, 


y Iam in haſte now going to my Dear : 


Thy banics how rich, thy Stream how worthy praiſe! 
Alas my haſte! ſweet River, let me paſs. 

No Bridges here, no Ferry, not an Oar, 

Or Rope to hawl me to the farther ſhoar ? 

I haye remembred thee a little one, 

Who now with all this floud comvſt blundring dows. 
Da 1 retule my Sleep, my Wine, my Friend, 

To ſpurr along, and muſt I here attend ? 

No z7t to heip me to my Journeys end ! 


Ye 
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Ye Lapland powers, make me ſo far a Witch, 
I may a-ſtride get over on a ſwitch. 


Oh for ſome Griffin, or that flying Horſe, 
Or any Monſter to aſſiſt my Courſe: 


-O—  —_— 
m—— 


_— 


Iwiſh his art that mounted to the Moon, 
I ſhorter journey woud my job be done. 


| Why rave I for what crack-brain'd Bards deviſe, 


Or name their lewd unconſcionable lyes ? 
Good River, let me find thy courteſic, 
Keep within bounds, and mayſt thou ne'er be dry. 
Thou can'it not think it ſuch a mighty boatt, 
A Torrent has a gentle Lover crolt. 
Rivers ſhou'd rather take the Lovers fide ; 
Rivers themſelves Love's wondrous power have try'd. 
'Twas on this ſcore Znachus, pale and wan, 
vickly, and green into the Ocean ran : 
Long before Troy the ten-years ſiege did fear, 
Thou, Xanthas, thou Neara's chains didſt wear, 
Ask Achelous who his horns did drub, 
Streight he complains of ZZercules's club. 
tor Calydon, for all Atolia 
Was then conteſted ſuch outrageous fray ? 
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(It neither was for Gold, nor yet for Fee) 
Detanira, it was all for thee. 

Een Ne fo rich,that rowls through ſeven wide door, 
And uppith over all his Country fcowrs ; 

For A4ſop's Daughter did ſuch flame contract, 

As not by all that ſtock of waters ſlack. 

I might an hundred goodly Rivers name, 

But muſt not paſs by thee, immortal 7Thame ; 
Eer thou coud'it Z4s to thy boſome take, 

How diſt thou wind; and wander for her fake? 
The lulty — —— with broad Zumber ſtrove, 
Was it for Fame? I fay, it was for Love. 

What makes the noble Oxz up from the main 
With hidequs roar come briſtling back again 2? 
He thinks his deareſt Derwezxt left behind, 

Or fears her falſe, in new Embraces joynd. 
Thee alſo ſome ſmall Girl has warm'd, we gueſs, 
Tho woods and foreſts now hide thy ſoft place. 
Whilſt this I ſpeak, it ſwells, and broader grows, 
And oer the higheſt banks impetuous flows. 
Dog-floud what art to me? Or why doſt check 


Our mutual Joys? And (Churle) my journey break? 
What 


k? 


at 
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What wou'dſt, if thee indeed ſome noble race, 

Or high deſcent, and glorious name did grace ? 
When of no ancient houſe, or certain ſeat 

(Nor, known before this time untimely, great) 
Raisd by ſome ſudden Thaw thus high and proud, 


No holding thee, ill-mannerd upſtart Floud. 


Not my Love-tales can make thee ſtay thy courſe, 


Thou River for a horle. 
Thou had{t no Fountain, but from Bears wer piſt, 


Z.ounds, thou arta 


from Snows and Thaws, or Scotch unſavoury miſt. 
Thou crawlſt along, in Winter foul and poor, 

In Summer puddl'd like a Common-ſhore. 

In all thy days when did'it a courteſie ? 

Dry Traveller neer lay'd a lip to thee. 

Thee bane to Cattel, to the Meadows worle, 


for ſomething, all, I, for my ſufterings, curſe. 


To ſuch unworthy wretch, how am I ſham'd, 

That I the generous amorous Rivers nam'd? 

When Nile, and Achelous I deſplayd, 

And Thame, and Ouz, what worm was in my head ? 

for thy reward, diſcourteous River, I 

Wiſh, be the Summers hot, the Winters dry. 
ELEGY 
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ELEGY te NINTH 
Upon the Death of Tibullus. 


Engliſhed By Mr. Stepny. 


— — — 
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Does, with the Day, his Mothers grief renew; 

If her Son's death mov'd tender 7hetrs mind 

To ſwell with tears the waves, with ſighs the wind; 

If mighty Gods can Mortals ſorrow know, 

And be the humble partners of our woe. 

Now looſe your treſles, penſive Elegy, 

(Too well your Office and your Name agree.) 

Tibullas once the joy and pride oi Fame 

Lives now, rich fuell on the trembling flame. 

Sad Cupid now deſpairs of conquring hearts, 

Throws by his empty Quiver, breaks his Darts: 

Eaſes his uſeleſs Bows from idle ſtrings ; 

Nor flies, but humbly creeps with Flagging wings 
He 


| þ Memnon's fate, bewail'd with conſtant dew, 
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He wants, of which he rob'd fond Lovers, reſt ; 
And wounds with furious hands his penſive breaſt. 
Thoſe graccſull Curles which wantonly did flow, 
The whiter rivals of the falling Snow, 
forget their beauty, and in diſcord Iye 
Drunk with rhe fountain from his melting Eye. 
Not more Axeas loſs the Boy did move, 
Like paſſions for them both prove Equal love. 
Tibullys Death grieves the fair Goddeſs more, 
More ſwells her eyes, than when the ſavage Bore 
Her beautitull, her lov'd Adonis tore. 
Poets large Souls Heaven's nobleſt flamps do tear 
(Poets the watchfull Angels darling carc) 
Yet Death (Blind Archer) that no diff rence knows, 
Without reſpect his,roving Arrows throws. 
Nor Phebys, nor the Muſes Queen could give, 
Their Son, their own prerogative, do Live. 
Orpheus, the Heir of both his Parents skill, 
Tam'd wondring beaſts, not Deaths more cruel will. 
Lings ſad ſtrings on the dumb Lute do lie, 
In filence forc't to let their Maſter die. 


= © 0. +... 


Homer (the ſpring, to whom We Poets owe 
Our little All, does in ſweet numbers flow) 


— 


Remains immortal onely in his Fame, 
His Works alone ſurvive the envious flame. 
In vain to Gods (it Gods there are) we pray, 


And needleſs victims prodigally pay. 
Worſhip their ſleeping Deities: Yet Death 
Scorns Votaries, and ſtops the Praying breath. 
To hallow'd ſhrines intruding Fate will come, 
And dragg you from the Altar to the Tomb. 
Go, frantick Poet, with deluſions fed, 
Think Laurels guard your Conſecrated head, 
Now the ſweet Maſter of your art is dead. 
What can we hope 2? fince that a narrow ſpan 
Can meaſure the remains of thee, Great Man. 


The bold, raſh flame that durſt approach ſo nigh, | 


And ſee 7:bullus, and not trembling die, 

Durſt ſeize on Temples, and their Gods defy. 
Fair Yenas ( fair cen in ſuch ſorrows) ſtands, 
Cloſing her heavy eyes with trembling hands. 
Anon, in vain, officiouſly ſhe tries 

To queych the flame with rivers from her eyes. 


Hs 


* 
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His Mother weeping doth his eye-lids cloſe, 
And on his Urn Tears, her laſt gift, beſtows. 
EHis Siſter too, with hair diſhevel'd, bears 
Part of her Mothers Nature and her Tears. 
y, Þ With theſe two fair, two mourntull Rivals come, 
And add a greater triumph to his Tomb: 
Both hug his Urn, both his lov'd Aſhes kiſs, 
And both contend which reapt the Greater bliſs. 
Thus Delia ſpoke, (when fighs no more could laſt) 
Renewing by remembrance pleaſures palt ; 
* When Youth with Vigour did for joy combine, 
| was Zibullus life, Tibullus mine ; 
* Tentertain'd bis hot, his firſt deſire, 
* And kept alive, till Age, his active Fire. 
To her then Nemeſis (when groans gave leave) 
, ) I ASTalone was lov'd, alone Pll grieve; 
| * pare your vain tears, 7;hu/us heart was mine, 
" About my Neck his dying arms did twine ; 
"I ſnatcht his Soul, which true to me did prove; 
"Age ended Yours, Death onely ſtopt my Love. 
It any poor remains ſurvive the flames 
Eicept thin ſhadows, and more empty names; 
Free 
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Free in Ely/am ſhall 7ibullus rove, 

Nor fear a ſecond death ſhould croſs his love. 
There ſhall Catulus, crown'd with Bays umpart 
To his far dearer Friend his open heart. 

There Ga/as (1t Fames hundred tongucs all Iye) 


Shall, tree trom cenſure, no more rathly die. 


Such ſhall our Pocts bleſt Companions be, 


And in their Deaths, as in their Lives, agree. 
But thou, rich Urn, obey my ſtri& commands, 
Guard thy great Charge trom Sacrilegious hands, 
Thou, Earth, 7:b«/as Aſhes gently ufe, 

And be as ſolt and cafie as [is Muſe. 
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ELEGY the THIRTEENTH, 


lohis Miſtreſs, defiring her that ( if ſhe will 
be falſe to him) ſhe wou'd manage her In- 
trieves with Secreſie. 


Engliſhed By Mr. Tate. 
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Can allow ſuch charmes, Inconſtancy ; 
[ But prethee hide your amrous Thefts from me. 
[never meant your pleaſures to confine, 
fil privately, and I ſhall ner repine. 
he's Innocent that can her Crume deny, 
And makes no fault till the diſcovery : 
Tis madneſs your own frailty to betray, 
And what you ſtole by Night confeſs by Day - 
What ſhameleſs trading Punk of this lewd Age, 
but will ſecure the Door eer ſhe Engage? 
I* thou tak'ſt pride to publiſh thy own ſhame, 
Unjuſt to me, but falſer to thy fame. 


qo" viſer and if chaſte thou canſt not grow, 
Obreteng at leaſt, and Tl believe thee fo. 
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Doe what thou do'ſt, but ſtill torſwear it all, 
And from thy Tongue let modeſt language fall. 
You have your Grotto, your convenient ſhade. 
A place for Loves moſt free Enjoyments made. 
(Remov'd from thence a modeſt Carriage take, 
And with your Bed your looſe deſires forſake,) 
But there undreſs thee in thy Lover's ſight, 
And Sally naked to the wanton fight ; 
Faſt wreath'd in your Embraces let him lye, 
And in your Boſoms ſweet tranſported Dye ; 
Your ſofteſt Language, tendereſt ſighs, employ, 
And let the trembling Bed confeſs your Joy : 
But grow reſerv'd when the looſe Scene is done, 
And with your Robes a modeſt Meen put on; 
Impoſe upon the Crowd, impoſe on me, 
Whilſt Tenorant, I thall not Injur'd be. 
Why do I fee your Billets come and go? 
Your Pallet preſt, your Bed diforder'd too? 
Your looſe and ruffled Hair each Morning ſeems, 
T' imply a buſie Night, and more than dreams; 
The am'rous warmth ſtill glowing on the cheek, 
And prints of eager kifſes on your Neck. 
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At leaſt T wou'd not an Eye-witneſs be: 


Spare if thou canſt thy Fame, if not ſpare me! 

When by your ſelt your looſe Intrigues are told, 

My ſenſe forfakes me, and my bloud grows cold ! 

Tis then I rage by fits with Love and State, 

And madly wiſh on both a ſudden Fate. 

Perſue your@T rade, but let me never feet, 

And I ſhall ne'er enquire what Fops you meet ; 

*It you with Wheedles or with Cullies ſleep; 

*What Terms you've made; whether y'are kept or 
Elie thy Conqueſt is, when but to fay (keep. 
[ have not dont, takes all my rage away : 

Thus (till thy Cauſe ſhall for its merit ſpeed, 

Orby the-favour of thy Judge, Succeed. 
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ELEGY the THIRTEENTH 
He deſires his Miſtreſs if ſhe does Cuckoll 


him not to let him know it. 


Engliſhed By another Haggd. 


— ——— 
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IT”; not ask you woud to me prove true, 


Since your a woman and a fair one two. 
AC what you pleafe, yet ſtudy to diſguiſe 
The wanton Scenes from my deluded Eyes. 
A ſtift denial will attenuate 
That Crime which your confeſſion would make great: 
And 'twere unwiſe to truſt the Tell-tale light, 
With the dark Secrets of the ſilent night. 
Tho bought to be enjoy'd, a common Whore, 
Er ſhe begins, will thut the Chamber door. 
- And will you turn debauch'd, then vainly own 
How lewd you are, to this malicious Town? 
At leaſt ſeem vertuous, and ths falſe it be, 
Say you are honeſt and Ill credit thee. 

Concea 
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Conceal your ACtions, and while I am by 
Let modeſt words your looſer Thoughts bely. 


When to your private Chamber you retire, 
ol Unmask your luſt, and vent each warm deſire. 
Throw off afte&ted Coyneſs, and remove | 
The bold intruder between thee and love: 
Talk not of Honour, lay that Toy aſide, 
In men *tis folly, and in women pride : 
There without Bluſhes you may naked lye 
Claſping his Body with your tender Thigh ; 
Shoot your moiſt Dart into his mouth to ſhow 
The Senſe you have of what he Acts below. 
Try all the ways, your pliant Bodies Twine 
eat: £ In folds more ſtrange rhan thoſe of Aretine: 
With melting looks fierce Joys you may Excite, 
And with thick dying Accents urge delight. 
But when youre dreſt then look as Innocent, 
As if you knew not what ſuch matters meant: 
And tho juſt now a perfe&t fiend you were, 
Hide the true woman and a Saint appear. 
Cozen the prying Town, and put a cheat 
On it and me, Tl favour the deceit. 
M 2 
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Falſe as thou art why muſt I daily ſee 
Th' Intriguing Billet Deux he ſends to thee ? 
The wanton Sonnet or ſoft Elegy ? 

Why docs your Bed all tumbled ſeem to ſay, 


Sce what they've done, ſee where the Lovers lay ? 
Why do your Locks and rumpled Head-cloaths ſhey 
>T'was more than uſual ſkkep that made *em ſo? 
Why are the kiſſes which he gave betray'd, 

By the Impreſſion which his rceth had made 2? 

Yet fay your chaſte and ['l] be ftill deceiv'd, 

What much is wiſh for, 1s with eaſe believ'd. 

But when you own what a lewd wretch thou art, 
My bloud grows cold and freezes at my heart. 
Then do I curſe thee and thy Crimes reprove, 

But Curle in vain, for {till I find I love. 

Since ſhe is falſe, oft to my felt I cry, 

Wou'd I were dead, yet tis with thee I'de dye. 

{ will not fee your Maid to let me know 

Who viſits you, where and with whom you 0. 
Nor by your lodging fend my Boy to ſcout, 

And bring me word who paſles in and out. 
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Injoy the pleaſure of the preſent times, 


But let not me be knowing of your Crimes. 
Do you forfwear't tho in the Af youre clught, 
7Il truſt the Oath; and think my Eyes in fault. 


— 
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ELE GY tie FIR SE 
Of the Second Book. 


That He can write of nothing but Love. 
Engliſhed By Mr. Adams. 


—_———— 


His too I ſing (this Love commanded too) 
T I who thus kindly my own lewdnels ſhow ; 
Hence the uniaſhionably vertuous Maid, 

Such Scenes muſt not on ſuch a Stage be play'd ; 

Me the brisk Wife by her dull Husband reade, 

[Il raiſe their fancy, and Improve fheir breed: 

Methe raw Youth whoſe Breaſt firſt flames do move, 
Unknown to care, and unexpcrt of Love. 

The more experienc't who my Woungs have known, 


dere in my ſyfferings may diſcern their own, 
M 3 Then 
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Then wondring ſay, how could this Poet tell 


The ſeveral chances of my Love ſo well! 

Once I remember in a Nobler itrain 
I rais'd my Voice, nor did I ſing 1n vain: 
I ſung of Gyants, and of Wars above, 
How Impious Earthreveng'd her felt on Fove ; 
While her Vile ofi-ſpring in Rebellion riſe, 
And Mountains heapt on Mountains ftorm'd the skyes: 
And now I would deſcribe the War, and now 
I'de ſhew what Fove could for his Heaven doe. 
When the lovd Maid, who did with trembling hear 
The ſounding Numbers, ſhut me out for fear, 
Fove and his Thunder foon away I threw, 
Fove and his Thunder here could little doe; 
I choſe folt Meaſures ſuch as Love inſpire, 
And warn the wiſhing Maid 1nto deſire: 
Sweet Elegy my own my faithfull Arms, 
And ſoon the door grew fofter to my Charms; 
Charms w® from Heav n force down the bloudy Moon, 
And ſtop the Courſers of the Sun at Noon ; 
Charms which the ſwelling Serpent burſt in twain, 


And turn the Rivers to their Springs again. 


Should 


— — 
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Should my great Theme ſome mighty Hero be, 


} 


What could that mighty Hero doe for me? 
But when the Beauties of ſome lovely Maid 
I my juſt lines are faithfully diſplay'd ; 

She kindly, the the Poet's Pains regards, 
And oft her praiſes with her ſelf rewards ; 
Ah who! who would not be rewarded fo! 
Farewell ye Hero's, I am not for you: 

Let every Charming Maid to me repair, 

Tis I, know beſt how to oblige the Fair ; 
Here Loves kind heat each tender breaſt ihall move 
In Gentle Verſe, Verfe dictated by Love. 


ELEGY the FIFTEENTH 


Of the Second Book. 
On a Ring ſent to his Milireſs. 


Engliſhed By Mr. Adams. 


gy ets, 
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"\Hou that the finger of my Fair ſhalt bind, 
T In whom the Giver's Love ſhell onely fine, 
Go, but accepted be, accepted ſo 
That on her Joynt thou preſently may'ſt go; 
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Fit her as well as I am usd to do, 

When round her Waſte, my Circling Armes [ throy, 
By my Corinna thou'lt oit handled be, 

Ah happy Ring! how do I envy thee ? 

O that my Guilt I quickly might be made, 

By ſome ſtrange Witchcrait, or ſome Magick aid ; 
Then would I with her ſwelling breaſts ſhe'd feel, 
While from her lovely hand Ide ſlyely ſteal, 

Off would I drop, tho ſticking faſt before, 

And kits the Snowey Boſome I adore: 

Then would I with I might her Signet be, 

And that the Wax from ſticking might be free ; 
From her fair mouth Ide humid kiſles ſteal, 


And every Letter bite my Ruval s ſeal : 

But moſt F'de with ſhe would me with her bear, 
Wiento tae Bath ſhe'd ſecretly repair; 

Yet Then! O Then! I ſhould my felt betray 
While I her Naked Armes her Breaſts ſurvey, 
White my devouring Eye would wander lower, 
I ihould riſe Man and be a Ring no more. 

in Vain I wiſh, go, little Preſent, go, 


By thee my Love, my Faith by thee ſhe'll know. 
| PART 
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VIRGIL'S 


If, GEOARGEFCHK. 
Engliſhed By the E. of M. 
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Whoſe wife avoiding to become thy prey, (down) 
And all his joys at once were ſnatch'd away ; 


Isnot for nothing when juſt Heav'n does frown, 
The wretched Orpheus brings theſe judgments 


The poor Nymph doom'd that dangerous way to pals, 
Spy'd not the Snake lye lurking in the graſs: 

A mournfull noiſe the ſpacious Vally fills, 

With echoing cryes from all the Neighbouring hills ; 
The Dryades roar'd out in deep deſpair, 

And with united voice bewail'd the Fair. 
for ſuch a loſs he ſought no vain reliet, 

but with his Lute indulg'd his tendfr grief ; 
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All o'er the lonely ſands did wildly ſtray, 

And with fad Songs begin and end the day. 

At laſt to Hell a frighttull journey made, 

Paſs d the wide gaping Gulph and diſmall ſhade; 

Viſits the Ghoſts, and to that King repairs, 

* Whoſe heart's inflexible to humane prayers. 

Hell ſeems aſtoniſh'd with ſo ſweet a Song, 

Light Souls, and airie Spirits ſlide along 

In troops, like millions of the feather'd kind, 

Drivn home by night or ſome tempeſtuous wind; 

Matrons and Men, raw Youths and unripe Maids, 

And mighty Heroes more majeſtick Shades; 

Sons burnt before their mourntull Parents face, 

Styx docs all theſc in narrow bounds embrace 

Nine times with loathſome mud, and noyſome weeds, 

And all the filth which ſtanding water breeds: 

Amazement reacht een the deep Caves of death, 

The Siſters with blue ſnaky curles took breath ; 

Ixion's Wheel a while unmov'd remain'd, 

And the great Dog his three-mouth'd voice reſtraind, 

Now ſafe return'd, and all theſe dangers paſt, 

His Spouſe reſtort! to breathe freſh air at laſt, 
Following 
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following, tor ſo Proſerpina was pleasd, 


A ſudden rage th' unwary Lover ſeiz'd ; 

He whea the firſt bright glimps of daylight ſhin'd, 

Unmindfull, and impatient, look't behind, 

A fault of Love, could Hell compaſſion find. 

Adreadfull noiſe thrice ſhook the Stygian coaſt, 

His hopes now fled, and all his labour loſt. 

" | Why haſt thou thus undone thy felt and me? 

What madneſs this? Again I'm ſnatch't from thee, 

the faintly cry'd; Night, and the powers of Hell 

Surround my eyes, O Orphens, O farewell: 

My hands ſtretch forth to reach tice as belore, 

But all in vain, alas, I'm thine no more; 

No more allow'd to behold him or day ; 

Is | Then from his ſight like ſmoak the ſlipp'd away. 
Much he would fain have ſpoke, but Fate, alas, 
Would ne'cr again conient to let him pals. 

Thus twice undone, what courſe now could he take 
To redeem her already paſsd the Lake ? 
d. | How bear his loſs 2 what tears procure him eaſe? 


Or with what vows the angry Powers appeaſe? 


'Tis 
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'Tis faid, he ſeven long months bewail'd his loſs 
On bleak and barren Rocks, on whoſe cold moſs, 
While languiſhing he Sung his Fatal flame, 

He mov'd een Trees, and made fierce Tigers tame, 
So the fad Nightingale, when Childleſs made 

By ſome rough Swain who ſteals her young away, 
Bewails her loſs under a Poplar ſhade, 

Weeps all the night, in murmurs waſts the day; 


Her ſorrow does a mournfull pleaſure yield, 
And melancholly muſick fills the Field. 
Marriage, nor Love could ever move his mind, 


But all alone, beat by the Northern wind, 
Shivering on Tanais Snowey banks remain'd, 

Still of the Gods and their vain grace complain'd. 
Ciconzan Dames, cnrag d to be deſpisd, 

As they the feaſt of Bacchus ſolemnis\d, 

Kill'd the poor Youth, and ſtrew'd about his limbs; 
His Head torn oft trom the fair body ſwims, 
Down that ſwift current, where the Febre flows, 
And ſtill his Torgue indoletull accents goes; 

Ah, poor Euridice, it dying cryd, 

Earidice reſgunds trom every {1de. 


— 
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PARTING 


OF 


ISIRENO and DI ANA. 
Engliſhed By Sir C. Scrope. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Sireno and Diana having loy'd each other 
with a moſt violent paſſion, Sireno is com- 
pelld, upon the Account of his Maſter's fer- ". 
vice, to go for ſome time into a Foreign + 
Country. 1 he Melancholly parting of the 


two Lowers 1s the Subjef of the following 
' | Ecloguc. 


Se by aſtream, whoſe flowry bank might give 


Delight to Eyes that had no Cauſe to grieve, 
The fad Siren fate, and fed his Sheep, 


Which now, alas! he had no Joy to keep; 
S1NCC 
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Since his hard Fate compell'd him to depart 
From her dear Sight, who long had Charm'd his heart. 


Fix'd were his thoughts upon the Fatal day 
That gave him firit what this muſt take away ; 


Through all the Story of his Love he ran, 

And nought forgot that might increaſe his pain. 
Then with a figh raiſing his heavy Eyes, 

Th approach ot his a/llicted Nymph he ſpies; 
Sad as ſhe was, ſhe loſt no uſual Grace, 

But as ſhe paſsd ſcemd to adorn the place : 
Thither the came to take her laſt Farewell, 

Her ſilent Look did her ſad Buſineſs tell. 

Under a Neighbouring Tree they fate 'em down, 
- Whoſe ſhade had oft preſerv'd 'em from the Sun ; 
* Each took the other by the willing hand, 
Striving to ſpeak, but could no word Commind: 
With mutual Grief both were ſo overcome, 

The much they had to ſay had made 'em dumb. 
There many a time they two had met before, 
But met, alas! upon a happier core: 

_ Cruel reverſe of Fate, which all the Joys 


Their mutual preſence us'd to bring deſtroys. 
Siren 


It, 


rend 
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Sireno ſaw his Fatal hour draw near, 
And wanted ſtrength the parting pang to bear; 
All drown'd in tears he gaz'd upon the Maid, 
And ſhe with equal Grief the Swain ſurvey'd; 
Till his imprifon'd paſſion forcd its way, 
And gave him leave faintly at laſt to fay, 
SIREN O. 

O my Dzana! who woud have beliey'd 
That when the fad S7reno moſt had griev'd, 
Any afflictzon cou'd have fall'n on me 
That wou'd not vaniſh at the ſight of thee? 
Thy Charming Eyes cou'd all my Clouds diſpell, 
Let but Dzana ſmile, and all was well. 
Abſent from thee my Soul no Joy cou'd know, 
and yet, alas! I dye to fee thee now. 

D T A IN A. 

Turn, O Szreno! turn away thy Face, 
While all her ſhame a bluſhing Maid betrays ; 
bor though my Eyes a ſecret pain reveal, 


My tongue at leaft ſhou'd my fond thoughts conceal: 


Tet I wou'd ſpeak, cou'd ſpeaking doe me good, 
And ſince it is to thee, methinks it ſhou'd. ; 
O Shep- 
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O Shepherd think how wretched I ſhall be, 
When hither I return depriv'd of thee ! 
When fitting all alone within this ſhade, 
Which thou ſo oft thy tender Choice haſt made, 
I reade my Name Engrav'd on every bark, 
Of our paſt Love the kind affecting mark; 
Then my deſpairing Soul to death muſt fly, 
And muſt thou be content to let me dyc? 
Why doſt thou weep? Alas! thoſe Tears are vain, 
Since 'tis thy Fault that both of us Complain. 
By this the Falihood of thy Vows I know, 
For were thy ſorrow true, thou wou'dſt not go. 
SIREN 0. 
Ceaſe, cruel Nymph, ſuch killing Language ceaſe, 
And let the poor Szrexo dye in peace. 
Witneſs ye Everlaſting Powers above 
That never Shepherd bore a truer Love! 
With thee I wiſh 't had been my happy doom. 
With thee alone to ſpend my Lile to come ; 
That we now part is by no Fault ot mine, 
Nor yet, my deareſt Shepherdeſs, of thine; 


- — 
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For as no Faith did ever mineexcell, 
& never any Nymph deſerv'd fo well. 
But the great Shepherd whom we all obey, 
Tis his Command that forces me away ; 
What ever he ordains none dare refuſe, 
[ muſt my Joy, or elſe my Honour looſe: 
Should I to him deny th' Allegiance due, 
Thou might'ſt to thee think me diſloyal too. 
DIANA 

No, no, Siremo, now too late I find, : 
How fond ſhe is that can believe Mankind ; 
Who ſuch Excuſes for himſelf pretends 
Will easly bear the abſence he defends. 
ic, I Alittle time, I fear, will quite deface 
Thy thoughts of me, to give another place : 
fool that I was my weakneſs to betray, 
To one not mov'd with all that Ican fay. 
bo, cruel Man, imbarck when cer you pleaſe, 
but take this with you as you paſs the Seas ; 
Tho' with the fierceſt Winds the Waves ſhould roar, 
That Tempeſt will be leſs than mine on Shore. 


For N SIRENO 


- 
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STRE N O. 
"Tis hard unjuſt ſuſpicions to abide, 


But who can ſuch obliging Anger chide? 
Fair as thou art, that Charm coud never move 
My heart to this degree without thy Love : 
For 'tis thy tender ſenſe of my ſad Fate, 
That does my ſharpeſt, deadly'ſt pain create. 
Ah fear not, to what place ſocer I go, 
That I ſhall ever break my ſacred Vow: 
When for another I abandon thee, 
May Heav'n, for ſuch a Crime, abandon me. 
D 1 A N A. 

It ever I my deare{t Swain deceive, 
Or violate the Faith that here I give : 
When to'their Food my hungry Flocks I lead, 
May the freſh Graſs ſtill wither where they tread; 
And may this River, when I come to drink, 
Dry up as ſoon as I approach the brink. 
Take here this Bracelet of my Virgina hair, 
And when for me thou canſt a minute ſpare, 
Remember this poor pledge was once a part 
Ot her, who with it gave thee all her heart. 


Where 


= 
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Where cer thou go'lt may Fortune deal with thee 


Better than thou, alas! haſt dealt with me. 
Farewell, my Tears will give me leave to ſay 
No more than this, To all the Gods I pray 
Theſe weeping Eyes may once enjoy the ſight, 
Before they cloſe in Deaths eternal Night. 
STREN 0. 

Then let $irexo baniſh all his fears, 
Heaven cannot long reſiſt ſuch pious Tears. 
The Righteous Gods, from whom our paſſion came, 
Will pity (ſure) ſo innocent a Flame ; 
Reverſe the hard Decree for which we mourn, 
And let Sireno to his Joys return. 
| ſhall again my Charming Nymph behold, 
And never part, but in her Armes grow old: 
That hope alone my breaking heart ſuſtains, 
And Arms my tortur'd Soul to bear my Pains. 
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THE 
STORY of LUCRETI 4 
OUT OF 
Ovid de Faftis. Book II. 
Exgliſhed By Mr, Creech. 


_—_— 


as 
— RE — 


N Ow Targuin the laſt King did Govern Rome, 


Valiant abroad 'tis true, tho fierce at home; 
Some Towns he won, ſome he did fairly beat, 
And took the Gabiz by a mean deceit ; 
For ot his Three brave Youths his youngeſt Son, 
His Vature fierce, his Manners like his own, 
His Father's Child Outright pretends a flight, 
And came amidit the Enemies by Night ; 
They drew their Swords, Come kill me now he ſaid, 
My Father will rejoyce to ſee me dad : 
See how his Rods my tendcr Entrails tore, 


(To prove this true he had tecn w hipt before) 
The 
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The mengrow mild,cheyſhcath their threatning ſwords 
And view his wounds, and thoſe confirm his words : 
Then each man weeps, and each [iis wrongs reſents 
And begs to ſide withrhem, and he conſents. 

Thus gulld, the crafty Youth, and once in Truſt, 
The firſt occaſion ſought to be unjuſt, 

And the unthinking Gabiz's Town betray, 

Conſults his Father for the ſureſt way. 

There was a Garden crown with fragrant Flowers, 


Alittle Spring ran through the pleatant Bowers, 
The ſoft retreat of 7arquin's thinking hours. 


- There when the meſſage came he chanc't to ſtand, 


And lopt the talleſt Lilies with his wand : 

With that the Meſſenger return'd, and faid, 

[ law your Father crop the lofty head 

Of each tall Flower, but not one word to you; 
Well, fays the Son, I know what I mult doe, 

And ſtreight the Nobles kill'd ; When thoſe were gone 
He ſoon betray'd the poor defencekeſs Town. 

When lo (a wond'rous ſight) a Serpent came, 

And ſnatcht the Entrails from the dying Flame; 


N 3 Phebas 
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F Phebus advisd, and thus the Anſwer ran 
He that thall kits (for fo the Fates ordain) 
His Mother firſt ſhall be the greateſt man. 
- Thenſtreight with eager haſte th* unthinking Crowd 
Their Mothers kiſst, nor underſtood the God. 
But wiſer Brutus, who did att the Fool, 
Leſt Targuin ſhould fuſpeCt his riſing Soul, 
Fell down, as if't had been a Caſual fall, 
And kiſst his Mother Earth before them all. 


Now Ardea was befiegd, the Town was ſtrong, 
The men rcſolv'd, and fo the Leaguer long: 


And whilſt the Enemy did the War delay, 
Diſſolv'd in Eaſe the careleſs Souldiers lay, 
And ſpent the vacant time 1n ſport and play. 

Young Tarquin doth adorn his Noble Feaſts, 

The Captains treats, and thus belpeaks his Gueſts ; 
Whullt we Iiye lingring 1n a tedious War, 

And tar irom Conqueſt tired out with Care, 

How coour Women lead their Lives at Rome ? 

And are we thought on by our Wives at home ? 
Each fpeaks for his, each ſays ll ſwear for mine, 
Andthus a while they talkr, grown fluſkr with Wine; 


At 
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At laſt Young Co/atine ſtarts up and cryes, 


What need of words, come let's believe our Eyes ; 
Away to Rome, for that's the ſafeſt Courſe, 

d | They all agree, ſo each man mounts his Horſe. 
Firſt to the Court, and there they found no Guard, 
No Watchmen there, and all the Gates unbard ; 
Young Tarquin's Wite, her hair diforder'd lay 
And-looſe, was fitting there at Wine and play. 

"| Thence to Lucretias, She a lovely Soul 

Her Basket lay betore her, and her Wool, 
Sate midſt her Maids, and as they wrought ſhe faid, 
Make haſte, 'tis for my Lord as ſoon as made; 

Yet whatd'ye hear? ( for you perchance may hear) 
How long is't cer they hope to end the War? 

Yet let them but return; But ah, my Lord 

ls raſh, and meets all dangers with his Sword: 

Ah when I fanſie that I ſee him fight, 

| {woon and almoſt periſh with the fright. 

Then wept, and leaving her unfiniſkt thread 

Upon her boſome lean'd her lovely head. 

All this became, gracefull her grief appears, 

And ſhe, chaſt Soul. lookt beauteous in her tears. 

N 4 Her 
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Her Face lookt well, by Natures art deſign'd, 
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Al charming fair, and fir for ſuch a mind. 

I come, ſays Colatine, diſcard thy Fear, 

At that ſhe ſtreight revivd, and oh my Dear, 
She claſpt his neck,and kunga welcome burthen there. 
Mean while Young Tarquiz gathers luſtfull Fire, 
He burns and rages with a wild Deſire ; 

Her Shape, her Lilie-white, and Yellaw hair, 

Her natural Beauty, and her gracetull Air, 

Her words, her voice, and every thing does pleaſe, 
And all agree to heighten the diſeaſe ; 

That ſhe was Chaſt doth raiſe his wiſhes higher, 
Fhe leſs his hopes, the greater his Deſire. 

But now *twas Morning, and the warlike Train 
Retura from Rome, and take the Field again: 
His working Powers her abſent Form reſtore, 

The more he minds her, ſtill he loves the more ; | 
'Twas thus ſhe fate, thus ſpun, and thus was dreſt, | 
And thus her Locks hung dangling o'er her Breaſt; ||! 
Such was her Mein, and ſuch each Air and Grace, | 
And ſuch the charming figure of her Face. 
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As when a furious ſtorm is now blown oer 
The Sea's (till troubl'd, and the Waters roar 
| And curle upon the Winds that blew before, 


So he th6 gone the pleaſing torm retains 
The Fire her preſent Beauty raisd remains ; 
He burns, and hurry'd by reſiſtleſs Charms, 
Reſolves to force, or fright her to his Arms. 
[]l venture, let whatever fates attend, 
The daring bold have fortune for their friend ; 
ſe, | By daring I the Ga#1z did oercome 
This faid, he takes his Horſe, and ſpeeds for Rome: 
The Sun was ſetting when he reach the place, 
With more than Evening Bluſhes in his Face;. 
A Gueſt in ſhew, an Enemy in deſign 
He reach't the ſtately Court of Col/qtine, 
And's welcom'd there, for he was nearly Kin. 
How much are we deceiv'd ? She makes a Feaſt, 
, | And treats her Enemy as a Welcome Gueſt ; 
3 [| Now Supper's done, and (ſleep invites to Bed, 
c | And all was huſht, as Natures ſelf lay dead. 
The Lamps put out, and all for reſt deſign'd, 
No Fire in all the Houſe, but in his mind 
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He roſe, 2nd drew his Sword, with luſtfull ſpeed 
Away he g2cs to chaſte Lucretia's Bed; \ 


And when he came, Lncr2tza, not a word, | 
For look, Lacreta, hear's my naked Sword; \ 
My Name 1s Tarquin, I that Title own, 

Taz King's young Son, h's beſt beloved Son. 

Halt dead with fear, 2maz'd Lacretza lav, 


As harmleſs Lambs, their Moachers gone array, 


Her Speech, her Courage, Voice, and Mind did fall 
She trembled, and ſhe breati'd, and that was all: 


[ 

} 

h 
Expos'd to ravenous Wolves 2n eafie prev. | 
] 

| 
Whar could 1ihe doe? 2h! could he Grivez with whom? FN 
I 


A DOES ,. = $ 
Man! a Womans eafily oercome. 


Should ſhe cry out, and make Complzints of wrong 
Hts viotent Su ord had quict!y ftopt ker tongue. ; 
har hon'd the ftrive to fl; 2 that hope was gone, I] 


me. 


& . my” pe EE a > 4 b * d + f 
Young 7.r74/z held her faſt, and kept her down. 


« . ) 
He preſt her Boſ:me with a luſttull hand, X 
ah _ —_ J 
I ha: Chat, that Charming BreaQt then fr prophand 
$2 


- Be =, | . 
Fix Loving Foe ſtill ſues, reſold to gain 
Witt 
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| Iitlaſt 'ris Folly to refiſt, he cry'd, | 
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Wy Love will rife to Rage, if long deny'd; 
br [1] accuſe thee of unlawfull Luſt, 
{ill thee, and ſwear, tho falſe, thy Death was Juſt. 
Wl ftabb a Slave, and what's the worſt of harms, 
Back Fame ſhall fay I caught thee in his Arms. 
This Art prevail'd, ſhe fear'd an injurd name, 
nd livd and ſuffter'd, to ſecure her Fame. 
Why doſt thou fmile, Triumphant Raviſher? 
ail This ſhameful$ Victory ſhall coſt thee dear. 
Ihyruine pay for this thy forc't delight, 
m2 flow great a price! a Kingdom for a Night ! 
The guilty Night was gone, the day appears, 
0g, le bluſht, and roſe, and double Mourning wears, 
for her onely Son, ſhe fits in Tears. 
1e, {nd for her Father, and her Husband ſends, 
ach quickly hears the meſſage, and attends. 
ut when they came, and ſaw her drown'd in Tears, 
nd $maz'd they askt the Cauſe, what violent Fears, 
Wat real ill did wound her tender mind ; 
in' JYhat Friend was dead, for whom this Grief deiign'd? 


But. 


( 188) 
But ſhe fate ſilent (till, ſtill fadly cry'd, 
And hid her bluſhing Face, and wept, and ſigh'd. 
Both ſtrive to Comfort,” both lameng her Fate, 
And fear ſome deadly Ill, they know not what. 
Thrice ſhe would ſpeak, thrice ſtopt, again ſhe trye 
To ſpeak her wrong, yet durſt not raiſe her Eyes: 
This too on Tarquins ſcore, fhe cry'd, I place; 
Tl ſpeak, Ill ſpeak, ah me! my own diſgrace, 
And what they could her modeſt words expreſt, 
The laſt remain'd, her Bluſhes ſpoke thg reſt. 
Both weep, and both the forc't Offence forgive, | | 
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In vain you pardon me, I cant receive 

The pity*you beſtow, nor canT live. 

This ſaid, her fatal Dagger pierc't her fide, 

And at her Father's feet ſhe fell and dy'd. 

Her Soul flew through the wound,and mounts above 
As white, and Innocent as a Virgin Dove, 
Not ſpotted with one thought of Lawleſs Love. 
Yet as fhe fell, her dying thoughts contriv'd 

The fall as modeſtly as ſhe had liv'd. 

The Father o'er the Corpſe, and Husband fall, 
And mourn, and both the common loſs bewail. 


Whik 


yes 
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While thus they mourn, the generous Bratus came 
And ſhew'd his Soul ill ſuited with his Name. 

He graſpt the Dagger reeking in her Gore, 

And as he held it thus devoutly ſwore ; 

by thee, by this thy Chaſt and Innocent Bloud, 

And by thy Ghoſt, which I'll eſteem a God; 
ſarguin, and all his Race ſhall be expelld, 

My Virtue long enough hath lain conceal'd. 

kt that ſhe raisd her Eyes, ſhe ſeem'd to bor Go + 
Her head, and with her Nod approv'd the Vow. , 
The Pomp appears, and as it paſles by = 
The gaping Wound exposd to publick view, 

Flld all the Crowd with rage, and Juſily drew 
Curſes from every Heart, and Tears from every Eye. 
Toung Bratus heads the Crowd, proclaims the wrong, 
And tells them they endure the King too long: 


The King's expelld, and Confuls they create, 
And thus the Kingdom chang into a State. 
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On Mr. Dr;der's 
SS ELEIGIO LAHf 09 


ow you Slaves, you Idle Vermin go, 


Fly trom the Scourges, and your Maſter know; 


Let free, impartial men irom Drydes learn 


Myſterious Secrets, of a high concern, 


And weighty truths, ſolid convincing Senſe, 


Explaind by unaffteted Eloquence. 


What can you ( Reveresd Levi) here take ill? 
Mea ſtill had taults, and men will have them ſtill; 


He that hath none, and lives as Angels co | 


Muſt te an Angel ; But waat's that to you? | 


White mighty Zews finds the Pope too Great, } 
And dreads the Yoke ot his impoſing Seat, 
Our Seas a more Tyrannick Power 2fſume, 


And would for Scorpions change the Rods of Rome;Y|l 
That 
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That Church detain'd the Legacy Divine ; 
Fanaticks caſt the Pearls of Heaven to Swine: 
What then have honeſt thinking men to doe, 

[I But chuſe a mean between th' Uſurping two ? 


Nor can the Agyptian Patriarch blame a Muſe, 
Which for his firmneſs does. his heat Excuſe ; 
5s; | What ever Counſels have approv'd his Creed, 
The PREFACE ſure was his own ACt and Deed. 
Our Church will have that Preface read (You'll fay,) 
Tis true, But ſo ſhe will th Apocrypha 3 
And ſuch as can believe them treely may. 


? | But did that God (fo little underſtood ) 

ll; {Whoſe Darling attribute is being good, 
rom the dark Womb of the Rude Chaos bring 
nch various Creatures, and make Man their King; 
[et leave his Favorite, Man, lus chieteſt care, 

t, [ore wretched than the vileſt Inſefts are? 


O! how much happier and more ſale are they ? 


ome; helpleſs Millions muſt be doom'd a Prey 


That To 
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To Yelling Furies, and for ever burn 
, In that ſad place from whence is no return, 


For unbelief in one they never knew, 
Or for not doing what they could not doe ! 


The very Fiends know for what Crime they fell 
( And fo do all their followers that Rebell) 
If then, a blind, well-meaning /rd7as ſtray, 
Shall the great Gulph be ſhow'd him for the way ? 


For better ends our kind Redeemer dy'd, 
Or the faln Angels Rooms will be but ill ſupply. 


That Chrift, who at the great deciding Day 
(For He declares what He reſolves to ſay) 
Will Damn the Goats, for their 7-natur'd faults, 
And fave the Sheep, for 4c7ons not for Thoughts, 
Hath too much mercy to {end men to Hell, 


For hunle Charity, and hoping well. 
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To what Stupidity are Zealots growti, 
Whoſe inhumanity profufely ſhown 
In Damining Crouds of Souls, may Dartin their own ! 


ll err at leaſt on thie ſecurer ſide; 
A Convert free from Malice and from Pride; 
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To Mr. Dryden on his 


RELIGIO L AlCl, 


- yu Gods the pious Ancients did adore 


They learn'd in Verſe devoutly to implore, 
— Thinking it rude to uſe the common way 
Of Talk when they did to ſuch Beings pray. 
Nay They that taught Religion firſt, thought fit 


In Verſe its ſacred Precepts to tranſmit : 
So Solon too did his firſt Statutes draw, 
And every little Stanza wasa Law. 

| By theſe few Precedents we plainly ſee 
The Primitive Deſign of Poetry ; 

Which by reſtoring to its Native uſe, 
You generouſly have reſcu'd from Abuſe. 
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Whilſt your lov'd Muſe does in ſweet Numbers ſing, 
She vindicates her God, and God-like King. 
Atheiſt, and Rebel too, She does oppoſe, 
(God and the King have always the ſame Foes. ) 
$ Legions of Verſe you raiſe in their defence, 
kad write the Fattious to Obedience. 
You the bold Arian to Arms defie, 
A conquering Champion for the Deity 
Againſt the Whigs firſt Parents, Who did dare 
Todiſinherit God-Almighty's Heir. 
And what the hot-brain'd Aran firſt began 
k carried'on by the Socinzan, 
Nho ſtill Aſſociates to keep God a Man. 
it tis the Prince of Poets Task alone 
aſſert the Rights of God's, and Charles his Throne. 
Whilſt vulgar Poets purchaſe vulgar Fame 


_—_ 


Whaunting Cloris, or fair Phys Name ; 


WE Reputation ſhall laſt as long, 
s and Ladies ſing the amorous Song. 
FRI. Subject wiſely they refule, 
Wehty weight would cruſh their feeble Muſe, 
= 


O 2 So 
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So Story tells, a Painter once would try 
With his bold hand to lima a Deity ; 

And He, by frequent pradtiſing that part, 
Could draw a Minor-God with wondrous Art: 


But when great Fove did to the Workman ſit, 
The Thunderer ſuch horrour did beget, 


That put the frighted Artiſt to a ſtand, 
And made his Penſil drop from's bad Hand. 
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THE XXI. ODE 


OF THE 


Integer Vit #, &C. 


FIRST BOOK OF HORACE. 


The ſureſt Guard is innocence : 
None knew till Guilt created Fear 


What Darts or poyſon'd Arrows were. 


Integrity undaunted goes 


Or where Z7ydaſpes wealthy ſide 
Pays Tribute to the Perfian pride. 


' 

bl For as (by amorous thoughts betray'd ) 
Qreleſs in Sabin Woods I ſtray'd, 

| foaming Wolf, unted, 

Mct me unarm'd, yet trembling fled. 


? O 3 


Ertue, Dear Friend, needs no defence, 


Through Libyan ſands or Scythian ſnows, : 


No 
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No Beaſt,of more Portentous ſize, 
In the Hercinzan foreſt lies ; 


None fiercer, in Numidia bred, 
With Carthage were in Triumph led. 


Set me in the remoteſt place, 
That Neptune's frozen Arms Embrace ; 


Where Angry ove did never ſpare 
One breath of Kind and temperate Air. 


Set me where on ſome pathleſs plain 
The ſwarthy Africans complain, 


To ſee the Chariot of the Sun 
So near their ſcorching Country run. 


The burning Zonethe frozen Iſles 
Shall hear,me ſing of Cz/:a's ſmiles, 
All cold but in her Breaſt I will deſpiſe, 
And dare all heat but that of Czlia's Eyes. 


Roſcomoy. 
THE 


( 199) 


THE VI ODE 
OF THE 


THIRD BOOK OF HORACE. | 
Of the Corruption of the Times. 


——— 


te. 


a 


Hoſe Ills your Anceſtors have done, 
Romans are now become your own; 
And they will coſt you dear, 


Unleſs you ſoon repair 


The falling Temples which the Gods Provoke, 
And Statues ſully'd yet with Sacraligious ſmoke. 


Propitious Heaven that raisd your Fathers high, 
| For humble, grateſull Piety, 
" (As it rewarded their Reſpe&) 
Y F Hath ſharply puniſh'd your Neglect ; 
All Empires on the Gods depend, 
begun by their command, at their command they end. 


[E O 4 Let 
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Let Craſſus Ghoſt and Labjenus tell 
How twice by Fove's revenge our Legions fell, 
And with inſulting Pride 

Shining in Reman ſpoils the Parthian Vittors ride. 

The Scythian and Agyptian Scum 
Had almoſt ruin'd Rome, 

While our Seditions took their part 

Fill deach Zgyprian fail, and wingdeach Scythzan dart, 


Firſt, thoſe Flagitious times, 
(Pregnant with unknown Crimes) 
Confpir'd to violate the Nuptial Bed 
From which polluted head, 
Infectious Streams of Crowding Sins began, 
And through the Spurious Breed and guilty Nationran, 


Behold a Ripe and Melting Maid, 
Bound Prentice.to the Wanton Trade ; 
Fonian Artiſts at 4 mighty price 
aſtruct her in the Myſteries of Vice, 
What 
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What Nets to ſpread, where ſubtile Baits to lay, 
and withan Early hand they formthe temper Clay. 


ww I CEO 


Marry'd, their Leſſons ſhe improves 
By practice of Adult'rous Loves, 
And ſcorns the Common mean deſign 
To take adyantage of her Husband's Wine, 
Or ſnatch in ſome dark plac: 
A haſty Illegitimate Embrace 


No! the Bribd Husband know: of all 
And bids her Riſe when Lovers c::l ; 
Hither a Merchant from the Straits 
Grown wealthy by forbidden Freights, 
Or City Cannibal r:pairs, 
Who feeds upon tlic {{z/hof Heirs, 
Nn Convenient Brutes, whoſe tributary flame, 
Pays the full price of Luſt,and guilds :':. il;ghted ſhame. 


"Twas not the Spawr i ſuch as theſe, 
ThatDy'd with Penick blo : 1tlie Conquer'd Seas, 


And 
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And quaſh't the ſtern Facides ; 


Made the proud 4/ran Monarch feel 
How weak his Gold was againſt Europes ſteel, 


Forc't &en dire Zamibal to yield; 
And won the long diſputed World at Zamas fatal Field 


But Souldiers of a Ruſtick Mould 
Rough, hardy, ſeaſond, Manly, bold, 

Either they dug the ſtubborn Ground, 
Or through hewn Woods their weighty ſtrokes did 

And after the declining Sun (ſound. 
Had chang'd the ſhadows, and'their Task was done 
Home with their weary Team they took their way, 
And drownd in friendly Bowles the labour of the day 


Time ſenſibly all things impairs 
Our Fathers have been worſe than theirs, 
And we than Ours, next Age will ſee 

A Race more Profligate than we 


(With all'the pains we take) have skill enough to be 


Roſcomon. 


THE 


(203) 


THE IV. ODE 
OF THE 


4WFIRST BOOK OF HORACE. 


_—. 
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Onquerd with ſoft and pleaſing Charmes 

| And never failing Vows of her return, 
lid Winter unlocks his froſty arms 
1d. To free the joytull Spring ; 
e | Which for freſh Loves with youthfull heat do's burn; 
Y, | Warm South-winds court her,and with fruitfull fhowrs 
y Awake the drowſte flowers, 

Who haſte and all their ſweetnefs bring 

To pay their yearly Offering, 


No nipping White is ſeen, 
But all the Fields are clad in pleafant Green, 
And onely fragrant Dews now fall : 
The Ox forſakes his once warm Stall 


To 
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To bask inth' Sun's much warmer beams; 
The Plowmaa leaves his fire and his ſleep, 

Well pleasd to whiſtle to his labr'ing Teams ; 
Whilſt the glad Shepherd pipes to's frisking Sheep. 
Nay tempted by the ſmiling sky 
Wreckt Merchants quit the »-re, 
Reſolving once aggin to try 
The Wind and Seas Almigiuty | 
Chooſing much rather to be dead than poor. 


——— 


—— 


Upon the flow'ry plains, 
Or under ſhady Trees, 
The Shepherdeſles and their Swains 
Dance to their rural harmonies, 
Fhen ſteal in private to the covert Groves, 
There finiſh their well heighten'd loves. 
The City Dame takes this pretencc 
(Weary of Husband and of innocence) 
Toquit the ſmoak & buſineſs of the Tow! 
And to her Country-houſe retires, 
Where ſhe may bribe, then graſpſome brawny clow!, 
Or her appointed Gallant come 
To 


<—_— _—_—_= 


—: 
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'F To feed wa looſe fellows 
Whil& the poor Cuckold by his ſweat at home 
Maintains her Luſt and pride : 

ep. Bleſt as he thinks in ſuch a beauteous bride. 


re, Since all the World's thus ray and free, 
Why ſhould not we? 
Let's then accept our Mother Natures treat, 
And pleaſe our ſelves with all that's ſweet; 
Let's to the ſhady Bowers, 
Wherecrownd with gaudy flowers 
We'll drink and laugh away the gliding hours. 
Truſt me, Thyrfis, the grim Conquerer's death 
With the fame freedom ſnatches a King's breath. 
He huddles the poor fetter'd Slavg 
Tos unknown Grave. 
Th6 we each day with coſt repair 


He mocks our greateſt skill and utmoſt care, 
n, Nor loves the Fair, nor fearsthe ſtrong, 
And he that lives the longeſt dyes but young ; 
&, gp 
And once depriv d of light 


We're wrapt in miſts of endleſs Night. 
Once 
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Once come to thoſe dark Cells of which we're told 
So many \trange Romantick tales of Old, 
(In things unknown Invention's juſtly bold) 
No more ſhall Mirth and Wine 
Our loves and wits refine. 
No more ſhall your Phy/li have, 
Phylls fo long you've priz'd: 
Nay ſhe too in the Grave 
Shall lye like us deſpis'd. 
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THE WW: ODE 
"Z 3 6 + ed 


SECOND BOOK OF HORACE. 
Engliſhed By Mr. Duke. 


_ - Y ” —— 


Luſh not, my friend, to own the Love 
Which thy fair Captives eyes do move: 
dchilles once the Fierce, they Brave, 
toopt to they Beauties of a Slave ; 
lemeſſa's charmes could over-power 
djax her Lord and Conquerour; 
Great Agamemnon, when ſucceſs 
Did all his Arms with Conqueſt bleſs; 
When ZZefor's fall had gain'd him more 
Than: ten long rolling years before, 
s Jy a bright Captive Virgin's Eyes 
ten in the midſt of Triumph dyes. 
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You know not to what mighty line 

The lovely Maid may make you joyn ; 
See but the charmes her ſorrow wears, 
No common caule could draw ſuch tears; 
Thoſe ſtreams ſure that adorn her ſo 

For loſs of Royal kindred flow : 

Oh! think not ſo divine a thing 

Could from the bed of Commons ſpring ; 
Whoſe faith could ſo unmov'd remain, 
And fo averſe to ſordid gain, 

Was never born of any race 

That might the nobleſt Love diſgrace. 
Her blooming Face, her ſnowey Armes, 
Her well ſhap't Leg, and all her charmes 
| Of her Body and her Face, 

7, poor I, may fafely praiſe. 

Suſpect not Love the youthfull Rage 
From #Zorace's declining Age, 

But think removd by forty years 

All his flames and all thy fears. 
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THE VIE  O DFE 


OF THE 


SECOND BOOK OF HORACE, 


Engliſhed By Mr. Dake. 


 — WS 
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F ever any injurd Power 
| By which the falſe Barine ſwore, 
Falſe, fair Barine, on thy head 
Had the leaſt Mark of Vengeance ſhed ; 
If but a Tooth or Nail of thee 
Had ſufter'd by thy Perjury, 
| ſhould believe thy Vows; but thou 
Since perjur'd doſt more charming, grow, 
Of ajl our Youth tte publick care, 
Nor half ſo falſe as thou art Fair. 
It thrives with thee to be forſworn 


By thy dead Mothers ſacred Urn, 
P 


(210) 


— —— 


By Heaven and all the Stars that ſhine 
Without, and every God within : 
Venus hears this, and all the while 

At thy empty Vows does ſmile, 

Her Nymphs all ſmile, her little Son 
Does ſmile, and to his Quiver run ; 
Does ſmile and fall to whet his Darts, 
To wound tor thee freſh Lovers hearts. 
See, all the Youth does thee obey, 
Thy train of Slaves grows every day ; 
Nor leave thy former Subje&ts thee 
Tho oft they threaten to be tree, 

Tho oft with Vows falſe as thine are 
Their forſworn Miſtreſs they tor{wear. 
Thee every carefull Mother fears 

For her Son's blooming. tender years; 
Thee trugal Sires, thee the young Bride 
In Hymen's Fetters newly ty'd, 


Leſt thou detain by ſtronger Charms 
Th' expected Husband from her Armes. 


HORACE 
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HOR AGE and LY DI A. 


T-H EE I. OE 
Enoliſbed By Mr. Duke. 


HOR 4 C£& 


Hilſt I was welcome to your heart 
In which no happier youth had part, 
And full of more prevailing Charms, 


Tirew round your Neck his dearer Armes, 
[ flouriſh'd richer and more bleſt 
Than the great Monarch of the Eaſt. 
L'F Þ'F-& | 

Whilſt all thy Soul with me was fill'd, 
Nor Lydia did to Chloe yield, 
Lydia, the celebrated Name, 
The onely Theme of Verſe and Fame, 
[fouriſh'd more than ſhe renown'd 


p I Vhoſe Godlike Son our Rome did found. 


P 2 HORACE 
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AORACE. 
Me Chloe now, whom every Muſe, 


And every Grace adorn, fubdues; 
For whom I'd gladly dye, to ſave 
Her dearer Beauties from the Grave. 
« EL 1.D:4 4. 
Me lovely Calay does fire 
With mutual flames of fierce deſire ; 
For whom I twice would dye, to fave 
His youth more pretious from the Grave. 
HORACE. 
What if our former Loves return, 
And our firſt fires again ſhould burn - 
If Chloe's baniſh't to make way 
For the forſaken Lydza ? 
6 TOA 
Tho He is ſhining as a Star, 
Conſiant and kind as he is fair ; 
Thou light'as Cork, rough as the Sea, 
Yet I would live, would dye with thee. 


A DIA 
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A 
DIALOGUE 
BETWEEN 


HORACE and LYDIA. 
Engliſhed by another Hand. 


HORMAcK 


\ X F Hile I remain the Darling of your heart, 
And no encroaching Lover claim'd a part ; 

Unrival'd while my Longing Arms I caſt 

About your lovely Neck and ſlender waſte, 


And you to every one but me were chaſte; 
I ſcorn'd the lofty Perſian Monarch's ſtate, 
And thought my Telf more happy and as great. 
LTD I 4. 
While I enjoy'd you, and no fairer ſhe 
Had ſtoln your wandring heart away from me ; 
While Chloe ſeem'd not Lydza to out-ſhine, - 


Nor gain'd Pl Conqueſt that before was mine ; 
Þ 3 Not 7 
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Not Roman [lia more renown'd 1 thought, 


Although a God her ſweet embraces ſought. 
| HORACE 
Now T7hracyan Chloe has ſupply'd your place, 
She Charms me with her Muſick and ker Face; 
'To fave her life, I with my own would part, 
And freely give it as I gave my heart. 
E7D-T A. 
Fair Ca/ais now the ſweet Meſſenian Boy, 
Loves me, I him as equally enjoy; 
If by, my Dying he might longer live, 
Fd give two lives, if Thad two to give. 
HORACE. 
What it kind Yexxs ſhould our hearts unite, 
And force us to adore that Love we flight? 
If Chloe with her Golden locks ſhould yield, 
And baniſht Lydia ſhould regain the Field ? 
Ei DE. 
If ſo, tho you are crucl and unkind F 
Leſs to be truſted than the Seas or Wind ; 
Th6 hc. ſo kind ſo charming and 1o true, 
I willivgly wou'd live, wou'd dye, with you. 
= ELEGY 
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———— 
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THE I. ELEGY 


Of the firſt Book of Propertius. 
Engliſhed By Mr. Adams. 


— _— end 
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S on the Beach fad Ariadne lay, 
A While the deaf Winds falſe The/eus bore away ; 


As from the Rock Andromeda redeem'd, 


More ſweet more fair in her firſt Slumber ſeem'd ; 
Or as the no leſs weary Bacchanal/ 
Surpris'd by fleep near ſome ſmooth ſtream dos fall; 
Such ſeem'd to Me, ſo was my Cynthza lay'd, 
While breathing ſoft repoſe the lovely Maid 
On her fair hand reclin'd her bending Head ; 
When I well drunk through the too narrow Street 
Drag d home at Midnight my unfaithfull Feet ; 
But as ſh'appear'd ſo charming to my view, 
Gently I preſt the Bed, and near her drew ; 
Thinking (for ſo much ſenſe I {till retain'd) 
The Fort of Love might by ſurpriſe be gain'd; 

bo P 4 Uet 
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\ Yet ths commanded by a double fire, 
Both by the flames of Wine, and hot deſire ; 
Tho my lewd hand would naughtily have ſtray'd, 
And I would fain my Arms have ready made ; 
I durſt not in the ſoft aſſault engage, 
Dreading to wake her well experienc'd rage; 
But fo my greedy Eyes ſurvey'd her o'er, 
The waking Areas watcht not /o more ; 
Soinetimes I Joos'd the Chaplet from my Brow, 
And try'd how ſweetly *twould on Cynthza's ſhow. 
Sometimes corrected her diforder'd Hair, 
That loofely wanton'd with the ſportive Air; 
And when ſhe figh'd, I credulouſly feard 
Some frightſull Viſion to my Love appear'd. (ſhone, 
Tull the bright Moon through the wide Window 
(Fhe Moon that would not ſuddenly be gon;) 
She with her ſubtile rayes unclos'd Her eyes, 
* When thus againſt me did her fury riſe. | 
At length aflronted by ſome Tawdry Jade, 
Kick't out of daors, youre forc't into my Bed; 
| -For where is it you ſp:nd my Nights ? you come 
* Drawn off and Impotent at Morning home ; 


% » 


I wiſh 
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[ with baſe man! I with ſuch nights you had, 
Fas you force me ! unhappy me! to lead ! 
$Sometimes I with my Needle ſleep deceive, 
Then with my Lute my wearineſs releive ; 

Then do I weep, and curſe your tedious ſtay, 
While in ſome others Armes you melt away ; 
Till ſleeps ſoft wings my willing Eye-lids cloſe, 
beguide my Sorrows and my Cares compoſe. 


— 


———————_— 
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0U-T OF 
PETRONIOS ARBITER. 
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Feda eft in Coitu & brevis voluptas. | 


Is but a Short, but a filthy Pleaſure, 

T And we ſoon nauſeate the enjoy'd treaſure ; 
Let not us then as luilfull Beaſts do, 

Jovenly, abruptly, blindly fall to: 

Leſt we put out Love's gentle fire, 

And he droop, and languiſh in impotent deſire : 


But 
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But thus we'll lye, and thus we'll kiſs, 
Thus, thus, improve the laſting bliſs ! 
There is no labour here, no ſhame, 
The ſolid Pleafure's ſtill the fame, 
Never, oh, never to be done, 

Where Love is ever but begun. 


—_LM 


ST 11S T L 1 
To R. D. from T. 0. 


My much lovd Friend, 
Hen thou art from my eyes, 
w How doTloath the day, and light deſpite? 
Night, kinder night's the much more welcome gueſt 
For though it bring ſmall caſe, it hides at leaſt ; 
Or if cer ſlumbers and my eyes agree, ( thee. 


'Tis when they're crown'd with pleaſing dreams of 
Laſt 


| 


þ 
| 
( 
| 
l 
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Laſt night methought(Heaven make the nextas kind) 
free as firſt innocence, and unconfin'd 

as our firit Parents in their Eden were, 

Fer yet condemn'd to cat their bread with Care ; 
We two together wander'd through a grove, 

Twas green beneath us, and all ſhade above, 

Mild as our friendfhip, ſpringing as our Love 3 
Hundreds of chearfull Birds fil'd every Tree, 

And ſung their joyfull Songs of Liberty ; 

While through the gladſome Choire well pleas'd we 
and of our prefent Valud State thus talkt; (walk'd, 
How happy are we 1n this ſweet retreat? 

Thus humbly bleft, who'd labour tobe great? 

Who for preferments at a Court would wait, 

Where every Gudgeon's nibbling at the bait 2 

What fiſh of fenſe would on that ſhallow lye, 
amongſt the little ſtarvieg wriggling Frye, 

That throng and crowd eachother for a Taſte 

Of the deceitfull, painted, poiſon'd Paſte; 

Vhen the wide River, he behind him ſees, 


Where he may lanch to Liberty and Eaſe ? 
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No cares or buſineſs here diſturb our hours, 


CO —E— 


Whule underneath theſe ſhady, peacefull Bowers, 


In cool delight and innocence we ſtray, 

And midſt a Thouſand pleaſures waſte the day ; 
Sometimes upon a Rivers bank we lye, 

Where skimming Swallows oer the ſurface fly, 
Juſt as the Sun, declining with his Beams, 
Kiſſes, and gently warms the gliding Streams; 
Amidſt whoſe current riſing Fiſhes play, 

And rowl in wanton Liberty away. 

Perhaps, hard by there grows a little buſh, 
Oa which the Linnet, Nightingale and Thruſh, 
Nightly their ſolemn Orgyes meeting keep, 


And ſing their Veſpers cer they go to ſleep : 
There we two lye, between us may bes ſpread 


Some Book, few underſtand though many read, 
Sometimes we Y7rgil's Sagged leaves turn or, 


Still wondring, and {till fiading cauſe for more. 


How Funo's rage did good Anxeas vex, 
Then how he had Revenge upon her Sex 

In Dido's ſtate, whom bravely he enjoy'd, 
And quitted her as bravely too when cloy'd; 


He 
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He knew the fatal danger of her charms, 


—_—— 


—— 


and ſcorn'd to melt his vertue in her Armes. 


Next Niſus and Euryalus we admire, 
Their gentle Friendſhip, and their Martial fire ; 


Wepraiſe their valour '*cauſe yet matcht by none, 
and Love their Friendſhip, ſo much like our own. 
But when to give our minds a Feaſt indeed, 
Horace, beſt known and lov'd by thee, we read, 
Who can our Tranſports, or our longings tell, 
To taſte of Pleaſures, praisd by him fo well? 
With thoughts of Love, and wine, by him we're fird, 


[T Twothings in ſweet retirement much defird-: 


He 


A generous Bottle, and a Loveſome She, 

are th' onely Joys in nature, next to Thee: 
To which retiring quietly at night, 

|t (as that onely can) tq-add delight, 

When to our little Cottage we repair, 

We find a Friend or two, we'd wiſh for there, 
Dear B—--ly, kind as parting Lovers tears 
4:—ly, honeſt as the Sword he wears, 


——ſon, profeſſing friendſhip yet a Friend, 
Wr—S—7r:, beyond what numbers can commend 
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F—ch, full of kindneſs, genrous as his bloud, 


FO 


— 


Watchſull ro doe, too modeſt merit good; 


Who have forſook the vile tumultuous Town, 


And for a taſte of life to us come down ; 


With eager armes, how cloſely then w'embrace, 


What Joy's in every heart, and every face! 


The moderate Table's quickly cover'd or 
With choiceſt Meats at leaſt, though not with ſtore* I 
Of Bottles next ſucceeds a goodly Train, | 
Full of what chears the Heart, and fires the Brain: Þ/ 
Each waited on by a bright Virgin glaſs, 1 
Clean, ſound and ſhining like its drinker's Laſs. ; 

\ 


Then down we ſit, while every Genius tryes 


T' improve, till he deſerves his Sacrifice: i 
No faucy hour preſumes to ſtint delight, ; 
Welaugh, leve, drink, and when wats done'ris night: V 
Well warm'd and plcasd, as we think fit we part, 4 
Each takes tir obedient Treaſure of his heart, l 


And leads her willing to his ſilent bed, 


Where no vexatious cares come near his head : 
But every ſenſe with perteCt pleaſure's ied ; 


It! 
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Till in full Joy difloly'd, each falls aſleep, 
With twining limbs, that {till loves poſture keep, 
At dawn of morning to renew delight, 


5 quiet, craving love till the next night : 
Then we the drowſie Sells of ſleep forfake, 
And to our Books, our earlieſt viſit make; 
Or elſe our thoughts to their attendance call, 
And there methinks, Fancy ſits Queen of all; 
While the poor under faculties reſort, 

And to her fickle majeſty make Court ; 

The Underſtanding firſt comes plainly clad, 
But uſefully ; no entrance to be had, 

Next comes the Will, that Bully of the mind, 
follies wait on him ina troop behind; 


He meets reception from the Antick Queen, 
Who thinks her Majeſty's moſt honour'd when 
Attended by thoſe fine dreſt Gentlemen. 


Reaſon, the honeſt Counſeller, this knows, 


) 
And into Court with reslute vertue goes ; 
lets Fancy ſee her looſe irregular ſway, 

ten how the flattering Follies ſneak away ! 
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This Image when it came too fiercely thook 
My Brain whuch 1ts folt quiet ſtreight forſook ; 


i .. 


When waking as I caſt my eyes around, 
Nothing but old loath'd Vanities I found ; | 
No grove, no freedom, and what's worſe to me, 
No friend; for I have none compar'd with thee. 
Soon then my thoughts with their old Tyrant Car 
Were ſfeiz'd; which to divert I fram'd this prayr, 
Gods! lite's your gift, then ſeaſon't with ſuch fate, " 
That what ye meant a bleſſing prove no weight. 


Let me to the remoteſt part be whirl'd, 
Of this your play-thing made in haſte, the World; " 
But grant me quiet, liberty and peace, " 
By day what's needfull, and at night ſolt caſe; 
The Friend I truſt in, and the She I love, 
Then fix me; and if cer I wiſh remove, 

Make me as great (that's wretched) as ye can, 


To 


Set me in power, th2 wofull't ſtate of Man; 
To be by Fools miſled, to Knaves a prey, 
But make Life what I ask, or tak't away. 


\ 
[ha 
Ou 
A LETTER, 


LETTER to a FRIEND. 


LO —_— 


g A Youth once free and happy, now a ſlave, 


Found a retreat within a peacefull Cave ; 
 Uhere no intruders durſt his hours moleſt, 

\ (But the dear Paſſion ſtill inflam'd his Breaſt ) 
And where abandon'd to his reſtleſs pains, 


He weeps alone, and feels his weighty Chains. 


from thence 
Toa dear Friend (ſuch as are bard to find) 
known true and juſt, and longing to be kind, 


ſho always ſhar'd his pleaſures and his pain, 
I theſe fad terms writ the tormented Swain. 


My onely Friend, learn my unhappy Fate, 
(lat Im undone by Love, oppos'd by Hate; 
dur pity &er I ask I'm ſure to gain, 
LBit cruel Cyn:bia's never muſt obtain. 


Q 
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You arenot ignrant of Her charms I know, 
Too well by Her they're known, and thence my Woe: 


Yet muſt I not complain, I own the Fair 
Has juſtly doom me to the pains I bear 3 
For I have long profanely laught at Love, 
And oft to make the World deſpiſe it, ſtrove. 


 Wanton till now were all the flames I knew, 
With pleaſures wingd my minutes Gaily flew : 
When Beauty wounded, Wine ſoon freed my ſoul, 
My peace came ſwimming in the healing Bowl; 
Or it too weak the Wine againft Love's charms, 
I took ſome Balmy Harlot to my Armes ; 

Which always did the rageing pains remove, 
And cool the {lings of any other Love. 
In peace and plenty, with ſtill new delights, 
I paſt my Joytull days, and Amorous Nights. 


But now 1n vain that freedom loſt I mourn, 
My far fled Liberty will ne'er return; 
Too ftrong's my paſſion, as the Nymph too Fair, 


( Ah, Lovely Nymph, muſt I for ever bear!) 
In 
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In your bright Eyes ſuch Heav'nly Beauty's ſhine, 


©: | You want but mercy to be all Divine; 
Loſt freedom to regain I dare not try, 
That were Rebellion, and I ought to Dye. 
Why thou'd your pow'rtull Charms your pride create, 
Your pride your onely fault, my onely Fate ? 


Since firſt my Heart was made Her ſacrifice, 
* [and ſhe the panting Victim coud deſpiſe. 
Yet ſpite of all Her rigorous diſdain, 


Thus oft Tve mourn'd the Conqueſt of Her eyes, 


F love my Ruine, and I hugg my Chain. 


Reaſon in vain endeavours to perſuade 
That I ſhou'd quit this Haughty, ſcornfull Maid ; 
mall Paſſions often make our Reaſon yeild, 
When Love invades, it well may quit the Feild. 


Iav'd by one who will not caſe his pains; (plains. 


Your hopeleſs Friend thus Languifhing remains, 


Iniles when he weeps, and Frowns when he com-- 
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ELEGY 


The Wife of St. ALEXIAS (a Noble 
man of Rome ) complainins on his ab 
ſence, he having left her on his Wedding 
Night unenjoy d, out of a Pious Zeal ti} 
go Viſit the Chriſtian Churches. 
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Written if Latin by Fran. Remond a Jeſuit, 
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Praisd and Lov by the beſt Youth of Rome, 
My fatal Charms ſent many to their Tomb, 
Now wretched Maid, and miſerable Wite, 
In tears, and in complaints, muſt waſte my Lite; " 
Abandon'd by my Husband cer enjoy'd, 
With thoughts of pleaſures yet untaſted cloy'd. 


Hel 


- 
bl 
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He leaves me to my anx1ous cares a Prey ; 
ah! my Alexias, whither do you ſtray, 
Whilſt in my Maiden Widdow'd bed I lye, 
More wretched than the Dead, and wiſh to dye ? 
ln you were all my hopes, dear Wanderer, 
Your doubted ſafety now creates my Fear; 
He broak his Vows, he broak our Marriage bond, ) 
What dangers may a Perjur'd wretch ſurround, ; 
At leaſt his flight his tendex Feet may wound. 
Oh! that I knew.which way his courſe he ſtears, 
Twou'd ſoften much my pains, and leſſen much my 
A Letter ſhou'd inform him of my cares, (fears * 
And he with pity ſure wou'd reade-my Pray rs; 
[d write him lines might move a ſenſeleſs Stone, 
Nay his hard Heart to feel compaſlion. 
but, when we write, too ſlow are the returns, 
Too ſlow, for one that with my paſſion burns ; 
Letters I wou'd not truſt, my felt wou'd goe, 
ind from my mouth my ſorrows he ſhou'd know. 
Iy ſtealth I'll leave my Father's Houſe, t'was you 
Id firſt, alas! the ſad example ſhew. 
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My preſſing Love wou'd wing my willing Feet, ; 
To fly, till my Alexzas T ſhou'd mieet. 

Through Defarts I durft go (a tender Maid) 

In ſearch of you I cou'd not be afraid. 

No dangers ſhou'd my eager ſteps retard, 

My Innocence, and Love wou'd be my Guard. 

If Dragons againſt me their crefts ſhou'd rear, | 
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Or ſhou'd I meet a Lyon or a Bear, 

I never can be capable of Fear. 

David (too young for Toils) a tender Boy, 

Cov'd the flerce Lyon, and rough Bear deſtroy; 

From his ſmall Hand a Pebble cou'd confound, 

And ftrike the Mountain Gyant to the ground. 

Th' Aſſyrian General, Bethulia's dread, 

By a chaile Woman's hand did loſe his Head, 

And {he was by her Guardian Angel led. 

Why may not my attempts ſucceſsfull prove, 

Aſtiſted by Divinity, and Love? 

With fearleſs courage I dare undertake 

Amazing actions, for my Husband's fake : 

Through all the World (my Life) Tll follow thee, 

Whether by Land thou wander'ſt or by Sea ; 
Whether | 


« 
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oo on Shoar or on the ſwelling Main, 


ne Houſe, one Boat may both of us contain : 


If your ſharp Keel 7onian Waves divide, 


On that /onzan Sea my Barque ſhall ride. 

If (to contemplate on the ſufferings 

And cruel death of the bleſt King of King's, ) 

A Pilgrim to the Holy-land you goe, 

[Il join in Adoration there with you. 

If where th adored, Silver Jordan flows, 

With you in Paleſtine T'll offer Holy Vows; 

Or if to Scythian Mountains you repair, 

And leave this temp'rate for that frozn Air; 
With-thee (my Soul) I willingly can dwell 

On the cold top of the Caucaſtar Hill. 

Or ſhou'd you wander o'er the Libyan ſand, 

(That vaſt, and wild, unhoſpitable Land) 

Through thoſe parch't plains with thee (my Love) I'll 
Nor fear the hungry, Savage Beaſt of Prey. (ſtray, 
Nl be a ZThraczan, if to Thrace you fail ; | 
My Love ſhall o'er my Sexes fears prevail, ; 
Nothing to follow you wou'd ſeem a toil. 
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Tho to the utmoſt 7ndzes you are drivn, 

Till I can reach your Armes Fl know no Hav'n. 
Ah! let chaſte Love, propitious Planets keep : 
Safe from the dangers of the greedy Deep; 

Yet if my Ship by Tempeſts muſt be Torn, 

By Artffall ſtroaks above the Waters born, 

In ſpite. of Nature I ſhall ſwim to ſhoar, 

For love will give my untaught hands the pow'r. 


—— —— A. 


The flaming Conſtellations are in Love, 

And Seas, and all that in the Waters move ; 

But the unſettId Waves, nor the inconſtant Wind 
Shall ever move my faith, or ſhake my ſtedfaſt mind, 
But if inevitable Fates decree, 

That I muſt ſufter in the angry Sea, | 
Leviathan, It me become thy Prey ; 

(7 nc onely Succour ſuch a Fate can give) 

ta :27 kind Bowels hidden let me live, 

There iet me reſt, till thou ſhalt find that Shoar 

V- aere Wy Alexias is a Wanderer, 


There caſt me up unhurt, and leave me there. 


S0 10 the Scaly Monſter Jonas lay, 
Protected irom the fury of the Sea; 
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Both wondred at their lott, and both rejoycd, 

One with his gueſt was pleas'd, the other with his hoſt; 
The third Day came,andthen (by Heaven's command) 
The Fiſh reſtor'd the Prophet to the Land. 

But if to meno Fiſh will Favour ſhew, 

And (dear Alexias) I muſt dye for you; 

Oh Love Divine ! I'm pleas for thee to fall, 

for thee, chaſte Authour of my Funeral ; 

The Sea ſhall take my Name, and 'mongſt the Stars 
[1l be a guide to wandring Mariners : 

While they with wonder ſhall repeat my Name, 

A faith like mine deſerves no leſs a Fame ; 

They ll doubtleſs Pray that ſuch a Wife, Above, 

May be rewarded for ſo chaſte a Love; 
And that her Husband there may conſtant prove. 
And for the Load of Waters ſhe has born, 

Her Aſhes may lye eaſie in their Urn. 

Alas! T rave, with Fancies I am fed, 

Not knowing where my deareſt Husband's fled, 
[ ſearch him, dreaming in my Widow'd Bed. 

Ito the Woods I go, or Rocks or ſhoars, (Powers. 
from thee they've learn'd to ſcorn Love's mighty 
Unheard 
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Unheard, alas! I looſe my Amorous groans, 
The Winds and Waves refuſe to hear my moanes. 
Echo alone can ſuffter my complaint, 

And ſhe with repetition is grown faint. 


Return (my Life) for what can cauſe your ſtay ! 
If thou haſt Piety, Oh! come away: 
Ah! ſuffer not thy abſence I ſhou'd mourn, 
I'll eome to thee, if thou canſt not return. 


AMABIL 
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AMARTYTLLIS, 


Or the Third Idyllium 
OF 


THEOCRIT US, Paraphras'd. 
By Mr. Dryden. 


O Amaryllis Love compells my way, 
My browzing Goats upon the Mountains ſtray : 

O 7ityrus, tend them well, and ſee them fed 
In Paſtures freſh, and to their watring led ; 
And ware the Ridgling with his batting head. 
Ah beanteous Nymph, can you forget your Love, 
The conſcious Grottos, and the ſhady Grove; 
Where ſtretch'd at eaſe your tender Limbs were laid, 
Your nameleſs Beauties nakedly diſplay'd ? 
Then I was call'd your darling, your deſire, 
With Kiſſes ſuch as ſet my Soul on Fire : 
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But you are chang d, yet I am ſtill the ſame, 
My heart maintains for both a double Flame. 
Griev'd, but unmov'd, and patient of your ſcorn, 
So faithfull I, and you ſo much forſworn ! 
I dye, and Death will finiſh all my pain, 
Yet eer I dye, behold me once again : 
Am I ſo much deform'd, fo chang'd of late? 
What partial Judges are our Love and hate ! 
Ten Wildings have I gather'd for my Dear, 
How ruddy like your Lips their ſtreaks appear! 
Far off you view d them with a longing Eye 
Upon the topmoſt branch (the Tree was high; ) 
Yet nimbly up, from bough to bough I ſwerv'd; 
And for to Morrow have Ten more reſervd. 
Look on me Kindly and ſome pity ſhew, 
Or give me leave at leaſt to look on you. 
Some God transform rne by his Heavenly pow'r 
Ev'n to a Bee to buzz within your Bow'r, 
The winding Ivy-chaplet to invade, 
And folded Fern that your fair Forehead ſhade. 


Ry 


Now to my coft the force of Love I find ; 


The heavy hand he bears on humane kind ! 
The 


| (237) 
The Milk of ZTygers was his Infant food, | 
Taught from his tender years the taſt of bloud; 
His Brother whelps and he ran wild about the wood. 
Ah Nymph, train'd up in his Tyrannick Court, 


woos A/c am — 


To make the ſuft'rings of your Slaves your ſport ! 
Unheeded Ruine! treacherous delight ! 

O poliſh'd hardneſs ſoften'd to the fight ! 

Whoſe radiant Eyes your Ebon Brows adorn, 

Like Midnight thoſe, and theſe like break of Morn! 
Smile once again, revive me with your Charms; 
And let me dye contented in your Armes. 

| would not ask to live another Day, 

Might I but ſweetly Kiſs my Soul away ! 

Ah, why am I from empty Joys debar'd, 

For Kiſſes are but empty, when Compard! 

I ravep and in my raging fit ſhall tear 

The Garland which I wove for you to wear, # 
Of Parſley with a wreath of Ivy bound; 
Andborder'd with a Roſie edging round 

What pangs I feel, unpity'd, and unheard ! 

Since I muſt dye, why is my Fate deterd' 
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I ſtrip my Body of my Shepherds Frock, 
Behold that dreadfull downfall of a Rock, 
Where yon old F7/her views the Waves from high! 
"Tis that Convenient leap I mean to try. 

You would be pleas'd to ſee me plunge to ſhoar, 
But better pleas'd, if I ſhould rife no more. 

I might have read my Fortune long agoe, 
When, ſeeking my ſucceſs in Love to know, 

T try'd th infallible Prophetique way, 

A Poppy leaf upon my palm to lay ; 

T ſtruck, and yet no lucky crack did follow, 


\- YetT ſtruck hard, and yet the leaf lay hollow. 


And which was worſe, It any worſe cou prove, 
The withring leaf foreſhew'd your withring Love. 
Yet farther ( Ah, how far a Lover dares! ) 

My laſt recourſe I had to Seive and Sheeres y 
Ald told the Witch A4greo my deſeaſe, 

( Agreo that in Harveſt us'd to leaſe ; 

But Harveſt done, to Chare-work did aſpire ; 
Meat, drink, and Two-pence was her daily hire: ) 


To 
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To work ſhe went, her Charms ſhe mutter'd oer, 
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and yet the reſty Seive wagg'd neer the more ; 
[wept for Woe, the teſty Beldame ſwore. | 

and foaming with her God, foretold my Fate; 

That I was doom to Love, and you to Hate. 

A milk-white Goat for you I did provide ; 

Two milk-white Kids run frisking by her ſide, 

for which the Nut-brown Laſs, Erzthacs, 

full often offer'd many a favoury Kils; 

fers they ſhall be, ſince you refuſe the price, 

Nhat Madman would oerſtand his Market twice? 
My right Eye itches, ſome good-luck is near, 

Fkrhaps my Amarylis may appear, ; 
Il ſet up fuch a Note as ſhe ſhall hear. 
Vhat Nymph but my melodious Voice would move? 
ne muſt be Flint, if ſhe refuſe my Love. 

Hippomenes, Who ran with Noble ſtrife C 


lowin his Lady, or to looſe his Life, 

Vhat ſhift ſome men will make to get a Wike 2) 
irew down a Golden Apple in her way, - 

Or all her haſte ſhe could not chuſe but ſtay: 


Renown 
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| Renown ſaid run, theglitt'ring Bribe cry'd hold, 
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The Man might have been hang but for his Gold. 
Yet ſome ſuppoſe *twas Love (ſome few indeed, ) 


That ſtopt the fatal fury of her Speed : 
She faw, the fighd ; her nimble Feet refuſe 


Their wonted Speed, and ſhe took pains to looſe. 


A Prophet ſome, and ſome a Poet cry, 

(No matter which, ſo neither of them lye. ) 
From ſteepy Othrys top, to Pylus drove 

His herd; and for his pains enjoy his Love : 
It ſuch another Wager ſhou'd be laid, 

Til find the Man, if you can find the Maid. 
Why name I Men, when Love extended finds 
His pow'r on high, and in Celeſtial Minds ? 
Penus the Shepherd's homely habit took, 

And manag'd ſomething elſe beſides the Crook. 
Nay, when Adonis dy'd, was heard to roar, 


And never from her heart forgave the Boar. 


How bleſt is fair Endymion with his Moon, 
Who ſkeps on Latmos top from Night to Noon ! 
What Jaſon from Medea's Love poſleſt, 

You ſhall not hear, but know tis like the reſt. 


My 


\ 
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My aking Head can ſcarce ſupport the pain ; 


This curſed Love will ſurely turn my Brain : 
Feel how it ſhoots, and yet you take no Pity, 
Nay then tis time to end my dolefull Ditty. 
Aclammy >weat does oer my Temples creep; 
My heavy Eyes are urg'd with Iron ſleep: 


[ ay me down to gaſp my lateſt Breath, 
The Wolves will get a Breakfaſt by my Death; 
Yet ſcarce enough their hunger to ſupply, 
For I.ove has made me Carrion &erl dye. 
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Sumztha 7s here introducd by the Poct in 
Love with one Delphis, and not having 
ſeen him in Twelve days, and ſuſpetins him 
to love ſome other Woman, She, by the help 
of her Maid Thelitylis, endeavours by 


Charms to reduce him. 
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Tranſlated from THE OCRITUS 
By Mr. Willam Bowles, of King's 
College in Cambridge. 

He Philters, 7heſty/s, and Charms prepare, 
' Filtry, ſince neither Gods, nor De/phis hear, 


It the falſe Man, by me in vain belovd, 


| By Charms, and Arts more powerfull, can be mov's 
Twelve 


l 
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Twelve days, an age to me alas! are paſt 


4 fince at theſe doors, he knock'd, or ſaw me laſt ; 
Sorn'd and negleted if I live, or no, 
Inhumane as he is. he docs not know. 
To ſome new Miſtreſs ſure hg 1s inclind, 
for love has winzs, and he a changing mind. 
— [To morrow Ill to the Palzſtra go, 
in | and tell him he's unkind to uſe me fo, 
Ng Now to my charm: But you, bright Queen of night, 
IM Þ Shine, and affit me with your borrow d light, 
You, mighty Goddeſs, I invoke ; and you, 
Infernal FHecate —- —— 
(When you aſcend from the pale ſhades below 
Through gaping Tombs, and the divided ground, 
& FAfudden horrour ſeizes all arround, 
The Dogs at your approach alrighted fly,) 
Aſift, and with your pow'rfull aid be nigh ; 

— [aire this charm, and may it prove as ſtrong 
As Circe's or the bold Mede.r's ſong. 

Bring back the ſacred herbs, and pow'rfull charms, 

Bring back the perjur d Delphis to my armes. 
V'd. 
elve 
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Throw Meal upon the hallow'd flames : d' you ſtand 
Inſenſible, you Sot, when I command : 
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Or am I ſcorn'd, and grown a jeſt to you ? 
Strew Salt, and ſay, thus De/phis Bones I ſtrew. 
Bring, &c. 


As Delphi me, ſo | this Laurel burn, 
And as that burns, and does to alhes turn, 


And cracks, and in a glorious light expires, 


So may falſe De/phs burn in quicker fires. 


Bring, CC. 
As the Wax melts, which in the fire I caſt, 
So in Loves ſlower flames may Del/phs waſte: 
' - And asthis Wheel with motion quick turnd round, | 


Tho ſeeming to go on, and quit its ground, 
Returns, and in its Magick Circle {till is found; 
So, tho averſe, and fled from my embrace, 
May he return, and ſtill maintain his place. 


Bring, QC. 
diana. Hail, Artemis, and aid me from above; 


Yau all the ſtubborn Pow'rs below can move, 
Ttr Internal Judges and thi infernal King : 

Ring, Theſty/zs, the ſounding Braſs, haſte, ring; 
She. 
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She comes, the Goddeſs comes, the dreadfull cry | 
Of howling Dogs gives notice ſhe is nigh. 

Bring, &&c. 
See! ſilent are the Winds, a peacefull ſleep 
Has calm'd the raging Seas, and ſmoothd the Deep, 
But the rough tempeſt, that diſtrats my breaſt, 


No calm can find, and will admit no reſt. 
O Chaſtity, and violated Fame! 
| burn for him whoſe love's my onely ſhame. 
Bring, QC. 
Thus thrice I Sacrifiſe, and thrice I pray 
You execute, great Goddeſs, what I fay: 
Who eer ſhe be, that ſhares his envid Bed, 
| Proud by her conqueſt, and my ruine made, 
Her honour loſt, and ſhe undone, as I, 
Deſerted and abandond may ſhelye, 
As did on D#a's fhoar the royal Maid 
By perjur'd Theſeus cruelty betray d. 
Bring, Qc. 
Hippomanes but taſted rage inſpires, 
And with new heat the winged Courlers fires, 
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Or Fiekls wad Woods, and Mountains tops they gy, 

Their rage* no bounds, and they no ſtop can kn: "WW 

Such is the plant, and oh ! that I might ſee 

My Delphis with like rage run home to me, 

Bring, &c. 

This fringe, which my lov'd De/phis once did wear, 

This once dear relique thus enrag'd I tear : 

How cruel is the Love, that Leech-itkt dreins 

From my pale limbs the bloud, and empty Veins ! 
Bring, &c. 

To Morrow a dire potion Ill compound ; 

Now, 7, hefi lis, this Philter ſpread arround 

His fatal door — -- ——--- 

(There all my thoughts, and my loſt ſenſes dwe!l, 

There tho ill usd, my Soul continues ſtill) 

And ſpit and the ingratefull Man devove, 

That flights my paſſion, and neglects my love. 
Bring, &c. 

She's gone; and ſince I now am left alone, 

What ſhall I ſay 2 what firſt ſhall T bemoan? 

What was the Cauſe? whence ſprung my ill plac't 


Diana's Rites can tell, and fatal Grove; (Love? 
p- | When 
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When fair Anaxo to the Temple kd, 


Her nuptial Vow to the chaſt Goddeſs paid, 

With favage Beaits the glorious Pomp was gracd, 

And a fierce Lyoneſs amidſt em plac'd. 
Tell, filver Phazbe, tell whence ſprang my flame, 
Tell, for you know whence the dire Paſſion came. 

Theucharila, my Nurſe, would ſee the thow, 

She near us dwelt, and beg'd of me to go; 

Her pray'rs, and my 1ll fate at laſt prevaild, 

There my kind Stars, and better Genius faild. 
Tell, &c. 

There all my [l]s began ; for there, alas! 

| Delphis faw, and Eudamippus paſs: 

Their golden Hair in careleſs Curls hung down, 

And brighter, (Cynthia, far than you they ſhone. 
Tell, &c. 

[faw, and was undone! a ſubtile fire 

Ran through my Veins, and kindled hot deſire; 

The ſhining Pomp could now no more ſurprize, 

A nobler object now employ d my Eyes. 


When that was ended, I forgot to go, 
dow I return'd, or when I did not know; 
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Ten days, as many reſtleſs nights I lay, 
My Beauty to the fierce diſeaſe a prey. 
Tell, &c. 
My fleſh all waſted, and my Limbs all pale, 
And all my Hair with the ſtrong poiſon fel! : 
Ah, cruel Love, to what doſt thou inforce 2 
To what Enchantreſs had not I recourſe, 
For skill in Herbs, and Magick arts renowi!'d 
No remedy 1n their vain Arts I found. 
Tell, &c, 
With Sickneſs waſted, and with Grief oppreſt, 
Thus tomy Seryant I at laſt conlelt : 
Haſte, 7Theſtylis, thy dying Miſtreſs fends, | 
My Health on De/phis, and my Lite depends, 
Pelphis, who gave, alone can cure the Wound ; 
No remedy for Love but love is lound : 
In aftive Sports, and Wreſthng he delights, 
And in the bright Pale/tra oiten (its. 
Teh, &e 
There watch your time, and ſoftly let him know 
Simetha ſent you, then my Lodgirgs ſhow. 


— A  ——_ 
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She did, and ſtreight his ſounding feet I- heard. 


Gods ! but when lovely Delphs firſt appear ! 

Tell, &c. 
Adeath-like cold ſciz'd on me from my Brow, 
Like Southern dew, the liquid drops did flow, 
Stiff and unmov'd I lay, and on my Tongue 
My dying words, when I would ſpeak 'em, hung; 
As when imperiet ſounds from Children fall, 
When in their Dreams they on their Mother call. 
' Tell, &ec. 
The cruel Man fat down upon my Bed, 
And then with eyes caſt downward thus he faid: 
la Love you are as far before me gone, | 
As young Philinus lately I out run. 

Tell, &c. 
Had not your kinder Meſlage calld me home, 
By Love's ſweet Joys at night I would have come, 
Arm'd with my Friends I had beſet you round, 
And my victarious Head with Poplar crown', 


Tell, &c. 
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Had you admitted me, it had been well, 
For I in ſwiftneſs, and in form excell, 


But that my vanquiihd Equals beſt may tell ; 

Some ſmaller favour then I had defir'd, 

And modeſtly but with a Kiſs retir'd; 

Had you been cruel, and your doors been barr'd, 

With Barrs and Torches tor the ſtorm I was prepar'. 
Tell, &c. 

Now thanks to you great Queen of Love I owe, 

And next, my fair Preſerver, next to you, 

She ſaw the burning Pain which I endure, 

And recommends to you the mighty Cure; 

For cool and gentle are all other fires 

Compard with thoſe which cruel Love inſpires. 
Zell, GC. 

Love, tender Maids can from their Beds excite, 

Nor darkneſs them, nor danget can afright, 

Love's mighty power can the young Wiſe compel 

From her warm fleeping Husband's armes to ſteal. 

He faid : And I a fond, believing Maid 

Preſt, and reclin'd him gently on my Bed; 


\ 
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Now anew heart returnd with his e:zabrace, 
Warmti ro my Bloud, and colour to my Face, 

And, to be ſhort, with mutual Kiſles fir'd, 

To the laſt bliſs we eagerly alpir'd, 

And both attain'd, what both alike delird. 

Now ſwift the hours, and wing'd with pleaſure ſlew, 
Calm were our Paſſions, and no tempeſt knew, 
No quarrel could diſturb our peacefull bed; 

But all: thoſe joys this faral Morning fled. 

Aurora ſcarce had chasd away the Night, 

And o'er the World difftusg'd her rofie Light, 
Philifta's mother came, .( and as ſhe till 

The Love, and News o'th Town delights to tell; ) 
She told me firſt that De/phis Lov'd, but who 

She could not tell, but that hs Lov'd the knew ; 
All ſigns of ſome new love ſhe faid ſhe found, 

' His Houte adorn'd, and Doors with Garlands crown'd. 
She teils me true; oh my ill boding fears! 

And Delphi treachery too plain appears: 


His Viſits were more frequent, now at laſt, 
vince he was hcre twelve tedious days are palt. 
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"Tis fo: And can he then ſo cruel prove, 
Am I ſo ſoon forgotten, and my Love ? 


Now I'm content to ſee what Charms can do, 
But if he dares go on to uſe me ſo, 
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Provokt at laſt a Potion Ill prepare, 

That by his Death ſhall eaſe me of my Care. 
So ſure the Poiſon, and fo ſtrong the Draught ; 
The Secret was by an Aſſyrian taught. 

You, Cynthia, now may to the Sea decline, 
And to the riſing Sun your light reſign ; 

My Charm's now done, and has no longer force - 
To fix your Chariot, or retard your courſe; 
I, what I can't redreſs, muſt learn to bear, 
And a ſad Cure attend from my defpair. 

Adicu, O Moon, and every glimm'ring light, 
Adieu, ye gay Attendants on the night. 
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Engliſhed by Mr. Duke of Cambridge, 
10 Dr. Short. 
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Short, no Herb, no Salve was ever found 
() To eaſe a Lover's heart, or heal his wound: 
No Medicine this prevailing Ill ſubdues, 
None, but the Charms of the condoling Muſe: 
Sweet to the Senſe, and eafie to the Mind 
The Cure, but hard, but very hard to find. 


This you well know, and ſurely none fo well, 
E I Who both in Phyſick's ſacred Art excell, 
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And in Wit's Orb among the brigheſt ſhine, 
The Love of Phvutus, and the tunefull nine. 
Thus ſweetly fad ot old, the Cyclops ſtrove 


To ſoften his uneaſie hours of Love. 

Then when hot Youth urgq him to fierce deſire, 
And Galatea's eyes kindled the raging fire, 

His was no common Flame, nor could he move 
In the old Arts, and beaten Paths ot Love; 

Nor Flowers, nor Fruits feat to oblige the Fair, 
Nor more to pleaſe, curl'd his neglected Hair. 
His was all Rage, ail Maiineſs; To his Mind 


Noother Carcs thetr wonted entrance find. | 
Oft from the Feild his Flock return'd alone | 
Unheeded, unobſervd: He on tome ſtone, = 
Or CraggV Clif, to the deai Winds and Sea 
Acculing Galateas Cruelty ; 
Till Night from the firit dawn ol opening Day, 1 


Conſumes with inward hear, and melts away. = 
Yet then a Cure, the onely Cure he four, ( 
And thusapplyd it tothe bleeding Wound ; 7 
From a ſteep Rock, from whence he might furvey | 
The Floud, the (Bed where his lov'd Sea-Nymph lay) 

| His 
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His drooping head with Sorrow bent he hung, 

And thus his griefs calm'd with his mournſull Song: 
Fair Galatea, why 1 all my Pain 

Rewardcd thus ? ſoft Love with ſharp diſdain 2 

Fairer than falling Snow or rifing Light, 

Solt to the touch as charming to the ſight ; 

Sprightly as unyoak'd Heifers, on whoſe head 

The tender Creſcents but begin to ſpread ; 

Yet cruel You to harſhneſs more encline, 

Than unripe Grapes pluck'd trom the ſavage Vine. 

Soon as my heavy Eyelid's ſeal'd with ſleep, 

Hither you come out from the toaming deep; « 


And vaniſh ſwiftly from my opening Eye, (py. 
Swift as young Lambs when the fierce Wolt they 
[well remember the firſt fatal day 
That made my Heart your Beauty's ealie prey, 
Twas when the Floud You, with my Mother, left, 
Of all it's brightneſs, all it's Pride berett, 
To gather F lowers from the ſteep Mountains top, 

' | Of the high Office proud, I led you up; 


But when Sleep leaves me, you together fly, 


$ 
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To Hyacinths, and Roſes did you bring, 
And ſhew'd you all the Treaſures of the Spring. 
But from that hour my Soul has known no reit, 
Soft Peace is baniſh'd from my tortur'd Breaſt, 
I rage, I burn. Yet ſtill regardleſs you 

Not the leaſt ſign of melting Pity ſhew : 

No; by the Gods that ſhall Revenge my pain! 
No; you the more I love the more difdain. 
Ah! Nymph, by every Grace adorn'd, I know 
Why you deſpiſe and fly the Cyclops fo; 

Becauſe a ſhaggy Brow from ſide to ſide, 


Stretch'd in a line, does my large Forehead hide ; 
Andunder that one onely Eye does thine, 

And my flat Noſe to my big Lip does joyn. 
Such tho I am, yet know, a Thouſand ſheep, 
The pride of the Sici/;an Hills, I keep ; 

With ſweeteſt Milk they fill my flowing Pails, 
And my vaſt ſtock of Cheeſes never tails; 

In Summer's heat, or Winter's ſharpeſt cold, 


My loaded Shelves groan with the weight they hold, 


With ſuch ſoft Notes Ihe {ſhrill Pipe inſpire, 
That every liſtning Cyc/ops does admire; 


Whilſt 
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While with it often I all night proclaim, 


CC 


Thy powerfull charms, and my ſucceſleſs flame. 
for thee twelve Does, all big with Fawn, I feed, 
And four Bear-Cubs, tame to thy hand, I breed. 
Ah! come, to me, fair Nymph, and you ſhall find 
Theſe are the ſmalleſt Gitts for thee deſignd. 

Ah! come and leave the angry Waves to roar, 

And break themſelves againit the ſounding ſhoar. . 
How much more Pleaſant would thy Slumbers be 
Iache retir'd and peacetull Cave with me ? 

There the ſtreight Cypreſs and green Laurel joyn, 
And creeping Ivy claſps the cluſter'd Vine; 

There freſh, cool Rills, from AZzna's pureſt Snow, 
Diſlolv'd into Ambrofial liquor, flow. 

Who the wild Waves, and brackiſh Sea could chuſe, 
And theſe {till Shades, and theſe ſweet Streams refuſe? 
but if you fear that I, oer-grown with hair, 
Without a fire defye the winter Air, 

know I have mighty ſtores of Wood, and know 
d. F Perpetual Fires on my bright Hearth do glow. 

My Soul, my Life it ſelf ſhould burn for Thee, 
And this One Eye, as dear as Lite to me. 
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Why was not I with Fins, like Fiſhes, made, 
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ThatlI, like them, might in the Deep have play'd? 
Then would I dive beneath the yielding Tide, 
And kiſs your hand if you your lips deny. 

To thee I'd Lilies, and red Poppies bear, 

And flowers that Crown each Seaſon of the Year. 
But I'm reſolv/d I'll learn to ſwim and dive 

Of the next Stranger that does here arrive, | 
That th undiſcover'd Pleaſures I may know 

Which you enjoy in the deep Floud below. | 
Come forth, O Nymph, and coming forth forget, Þ; 
Like me that on thus Rock unmindtull fir, | 
(Of all things elie unmindiull but of thee) 
Home to return torget, anc live with me. 7 
With me the ſweet and pleaſing Labour chuſe, 
To feed the Flock, and Milk the burthen'd Ewes, \ 
To preſs the Cheeſe, and the ſharp Runnet to infuſe. 7 
My Mother does unkindly uſe her Son, f 
By her negle& the Cyclops is undone ; 

For me ſhe neyer labours to prevail, k 
Nor whiſpers in your Ear my am'rous Tale. 


0; 


: On. 
No ; th ſhe knows languiſh every day, 
And fees my Body waſte, and ſtrength decay. 


But I more Ills than what I feel will feign, 
And of my Head, and of my Feet complain ; 
That, in her Breaſt if any Pity lye, 
She may be'fad, and griev'd as well as I. 

O Cyclops, Cyclops, where's thy Reaſon fled? 
Ifyour young Lambs with new pluckt boughs you fed, 
And watch'd your Flock, would you not ſeem more 


J Hilk what is next, Perſue not that which flies. (wiſe? 


Perhaps you may, ſince This proves ſo unkind, 
Another fairer Galatea find. 
Me many Virgins as I pals invite 
To waſte with them in Love's ſoft Sports the Night, 
And if I but in-line my liſtning Ear, 
New Joys, new Smites 1n all their looks appear. 
Thus We, it ſeems, can be belov'd ; and We, 
it ſeems, are Somebody as well as She. 

Thus did the Cyclops fan his raging fire, 
and ſooth'd with gentle Verſe his fierce Deſire. 
Thus paſ&'d his hours wich more delightand eaſe, 
Than if the Rickes of the World were His. 
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7 ſwift, ye Hours, ye ſluggiſh Minutes fly, 
| 


Bring back my Love or let her Lover dye. 


Make haſte, O Sun and to my eyes orice more, 


My C#/ia brighter than thy ſelf reſtore. ' 


In ſpight of thee, *cis Night when ſhe's away, 


Her Eyes alone can the glad bearns diſplay, 
That make my sky look clear, andguide my day. 
O when will ſhe liit up her ſacred Light! 


As 
by 


And chaſe away the fiying ſhades of Night ! 


With Her how faſt the flowing hours run on? 
But oh! how long they filay when ſhe is gone? | 
So ſlowly Time when clogg'd with Griet does mort 


So ſwift when born upon the Wings of Love! 
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— BHardly three days, they tell me, yet are paſt, 
Yet 'ris an age ſince I beheld her laſt. 
0 my auſpicious Star make haſte to riſe, 
To charm our Hearts and bleſs our longing Ey es! 
0 how I long on thy dear eyes to gaze, - 
\. and chear my own with their reflefted rays! 
How my impatient, thirſly Soul does long, 
To hear the charming Muſick of thy Tongue ! 
— JWhere pointed Wit with folid Judgment grows, 
ind in one calic (tream united flows. 
When cer you ſpeak, with what delight we hear, 
lou cal] up every Soul to every Ear ! 
Nature's too prodigal to Woman-kind, 
bn where ſhe does neglect t adoin the mind; 
kauty alone bears ſuch rchitleſs ſway, 
makes Man-kind with joy and pride obey. 
bt Oh ! when Wit and Senſe with Beauty's joyn'd, 
it Woman's ſweetneſs with the manly mind, 
ſen Nature with fo juſt a hand does mix, 
e moſt engaging charms ot either Sex; 


2 d out of both that thus in one combine 
Je; 


Ms ſomething form not humane but Divine, 
5 
g 3 What's 
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What's her command but that we all adore 
The nobleſt work of her almighty power ! 
Nor ought our Zeal thy anger to create, 
Since Love's thy debr, nor is our Choice but Fate. 
Where Nature bids, worfhip Pm forc'd to pay, 
Nor have the Liberty to Difobey. 

And whenſoe'er ſhe does a Poet make, 

She gives him Verſe but for thy Beauties ſake. 
Had I a Pen that could at once impart 

Soft Ovid's Nature and high Yirgil's Art, 

Then the immortal Sachari/fa's Name 

Should be but ſecond in the liſt of Fame; 

{ FEachgrovecach fhade ſhould with thy praiſe be fills, 
” Andthe fam'd Penſhurſt to our Windſor yield. 
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PROLOGUE, 


To the Univerſity of Oxon. 
Spoken by Mr. Hart, at the Acling of the 


Silent Woman, 


Written 5y Mr. Dryden. 
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| (Knew, 
Hat Greece, when Learning flouriſh'd, onely 


(Athenian Judges,) you this day Renew. 


Here too gre Annual Rites to PaZas done, 

And here Poetique prizes loſt or won. 

Methinks I ſee you, Crown'd with Ohves ſit, 

And ſtrike a ſacred Horrour from the Pit. 

— { A Day of Doom 1s this ot your Decree, | 
Where even the Beſt are but by Mercy free: (ſee. 
ADay whick none but Foh»ſox durſt have wilh'd to 

Of Here they who long have known the uſefull Stage, 

- I Come to be taught themſelves to teach the Age. 
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As your Commullſioners our Poets goe, 


To Cultivate the Virtue which you ſow: 

In your Lyceam, firſt themſelves refnd, 

And Delegated thence to Humane kind. 

But 8s Embaſſadours , when long from home, 

For new Inſtructions to their Princes come ; 

So Poets,who your Precepts have forgot, 

Return, / and beg they may be better tavg/'it: 

Follies and Faults elſewhere by them are thown, 
But by your Manners they Corrc&t their Own. 

Thr Yliterate Writer, Emperique like, appiies 

To minds diſeasJd, unſafe, chance Remedies: 

The Learn'd in Schools, where Know ledge firſt began, 
Studics with Care th' Anatomy of Man ; 

Sees Vertue, Vice, and Paſſions in their Cauſe; 
And Fame from Science, not trom Fortune draws. 
So Poetry, which is in Oxford made 

An Art, in London onely 1s a Trade. | 
Fhere Haughty Dunces whoſe unlearned Pen 
Could neer Spell Grammar, would be reading Men. 
Such build their Poems the Lacretian way, 

So many Huddled Atoms makea Play, 


Ang 
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And if they hit in Order by ſome Chance, 

They call that Nature, which is Ignorance. 

To ſuch a Fame let mere Town-Wits aſpire, 

And their Gay Nonſenſe their own Citts admire. 
Our Poet, could he find Forgiveneſs here 

Would wiſh it rather than a P/audit there. 

He owns no Crown from thoſe Pretorian bands, 
But knows that Right is in this Senates hands. 
Not Impudent enough to hope your Praiſe, 

Low at the Muſes feet, his Wreath he lays, 

And where he took it up Reſigns his Bays. 

kings make their Poets whom themſelves think fit, 
,, | But tis your Suffrage makes Authentique Wit. 
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EPILOGUE, Spoken by the ſame. 
Written by Mr. Dryden. 
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NN O poor Dutch Peaſant, wing'd with all hisFear, 


Flies with more haſte, when the Frencharms 


(draw near, 
Than We with our Poetique train come down 


tor refuge hither, from tl infected Town 3 
Heaven 
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Heaven for our Sins this Summer has thought fit 


To viſit us with all the Plagues of Wit. 
A French Troop firſt ſwept all things in its way, 
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But thoſe Hot Menfteurs were too quick to ſtay ; 
Yet, to our Colt in that ſhort time, we find 
They left their Itch of Novelty behind. 

Th [taliaz Merry-Andrews took their place, 
And quite Debauchd the Stage with lewd Grimace ; 
Inſtead of Wit, and Humours, your Delight 
Was there ta fee two Hobby-horſes Fight, 

Stout Scaramoucha with Ruth Lance rode in, 
And ran a Tilt at Centaure A4rleguzr. 

For Love you heard how amorous Aftles bray d, 
And Cats in Gutters gave their Serenade. 
Nature was out of Countenance, and each Day 
Some new born Monſter ſhewn you for a Play. 

But when all faiPd, to ſtrike the Stage quite Dumb, 
Thoſe wicked Engines call'd Machines are come. 
Thunder and Lightning now for Wit are Play'd, 
And ſhortly Scenes in Lapland will be Lay'd: 

Art Magique is for Paetry profeſt, 


And Cats and Dogs, and each obſcener Beaſt 
To 


0 


To which Agyptian Dotards once did Bow, 
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Upon our £»gliſh ſtage are worſhip'd now. 
Wircheraft reigns there, and raiſes to Renown 
Macbeth, the Simon Magus of the Town. 

Fletcher's deſpis'd, your Johnſon out of Faſhion, 

And Wit the onely Drug in all the Nation. 

In this low Ebb our Wares to you are ſhown, | 
By you thoſe Staple Authours worth is known, 
for Wit's a ManulaCture of your Own. 

When you, who onely can, their Scenes have prais'd, 
We'll boldly back, and fay their Price is raisd. 


_ — Oo —— 
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PROLOGUE E, 7 the Univerſity of 
Oxtord, 1674. Spoken by Mr. Harr. 


Written by Mr. Dryden. 
| | T unbend, and to divert their Sovereign's 
When tyr'd with followingNature,youthink fit(mind ; 


To ſeek repoſe in the cool ſhades of Wit, 
And from the ſweet Retreat, with Joy ſurvey 


—— 


Oets, your Subjets, have their Parts aſſign'd 


What reſts, and what is conquer, of the way. 
Here 
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Here free your ſelves, trom Envie, Care and Strite, 


You view the various turns of humane Le : 

Safe in our Scene, through dangerous Courts you go, 
And Undebauch'd, the Vice of Cities know. 

Your Theories are here to Practice brought, 

As in Mechanick operations wrought ; 

And Man the Little world beiore you fer, 

As once the Sphere of Chryſtal, ſhew'd the Great : 
Bleſt ſure are you aboveall Mortal kind: 

It to your Fortunes you can Suit your M:nJ. 
Content to ſee, and ſhun, thoſe Ills we {how, 

And Crimes, on Theatres alone, to know :; 

With joy we bring what our dead Authours wiit, 
And beg from you the value of their Wir. 

That Shakeſpear's, [letcher's, and great John/on'sclaim 
May be Renew trom thoſe, who gave them fame. 
None of our living Pocts dare appear, 

For Mules ſo ſevere are worlhipt here; 

That conſcious of their Faults they ſhun the Eye, 
'- And as Prophane, trom Sacred places fly, 
Rather than ſee th' offended God, and dye. 
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We bring no ImperteCtions, but our own, 

Such Faults as made, are Ly the Makers ſhown. 
And you have been fo kind, that we may boaſt, 
The greateit Judges ſtill can Pardon moſt. 
Poets muſt ſtoop, when they would pleaſe our Pit, 
Debay'd even to the Level of their Wit. 

Diſdaining that, which yet they know, will Take, 
Hating themſelves, what their Applauſe muit make: 
But when to Praiſe from you they would Aſpire 
Though they like Eagles Mount,your Fove is Higher. 
So far your Knowledge, all their Pow'r tranſcends, 
As what ſhould be, beyond what 7s, extends. 


inm_ ——— _ 
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 JEPILOGUE, Spoken oy Mrs. Boutell. 
Written by Mr. Dryden. 
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F T has our Poet withr, this happy Seat 
| Might prove his fading Muſes laſt retreat : 


| wonderd at h s wiſh, but now I nd 


) Þ| fle ſought for quiet, and content of mind; 
Which noisfull Towns, and Courts can never know, 


And onely in the ſhades like Laurels groiy. 
Youth 


( 270 ) 


_—O— — — -— 
— —_————— _ Q w  ——— —— =——<W—— 


Youth, cer it ſees the World, here ſtudies reſt, 
And Age returning thence concludes it beſt. 
What wonder if we court that happineſs 
Yearly to ſhare, which hourly you poſlels, 
Teaching ev'n you, (while the vext World we ſhow,) 
Your Peace to value more, and better know ? 
'Tis all we can return for favours paſt, 
Whoſe holy Memory ſhall ever laſt, 
For Patronage from him whoſe care preſides 
Or every noble Art, and every Science guides: 
Bathurſt, a name the learnd with reverence know, 


And ſcarcely more to his own Y7rgil owe. 

Whoſe Age enjoys but what his Youth deſerv'd, 

To rule thoſe Muſes whom before he ſerv'd, 

His Learning, and untainted Manner too 

We find ( Athenians) are deriv'd to you ; 

Such Ancient hoſpitality there reſts 

In yours, as dwelt in the firſt Grecian Breaſts, 
Whoſe kindneſs was Religion to their Gueſts. 
Such Modelly did to our fex appear, 

As had there been no Laws we need not fear, 


Since each of you was our Protector here. 
Con- 
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Converſe-ſo chaſt, and ſo ſtrict Vertue ſhown, 
As might ApoZo with the Muſes own. 

Till our return we muſt deſpair to find 
Judges ſo juſt, ſo knowing, and ſo kind. 
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Prologue to the Univer y of Oxford. 
[ſcord, and Plots which have undone our Ape 
With the fame ruine, have o'erwhelm'd the 
Our Houſe has ſuffer'd in the common Woe, (Stape. 


We have been troubled with Scotch Rebels too ; 
Our Brethren, are from Thames to Tweed departed, 


And of our Siſters, all the kinder hearted, 

To Edenborough gone, or Coacht, or Carted. 

With bonny Blewcap there they a& all night 

tor Scotch half Crown, in Eng/i/þ Three-pence hight. 
One Nymph, to whom-fat Sir John Faiſtaffslean, 
There with her ſingle Perſon fills the Scene. 

Another, with long uſe, and Age decay'd, 

bv'd here old Woman, and roſe there a Maid, 

bur Truſty Door-keepers of former time, 


here ſtrutt and ſwagger in Heroique rhime: 
Tack 
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Tack but a Copper-lace to Drugget fave, 
And there's a Heroe made without diſpute. 
And that which was a Capons tayl before, 


Becomes a plume tor adian Emperour. 

But all his Subjects, to expreſs the care 

Of Imitation, go, like Indians, bare ; 

Lac'd Linen there wou be a dangerous thing, | 


It might perhaps a new Rebellion bring, 

[The Scot who wore it, woud be choſen King, 
But why ſhow'd I theſe Renegades deſcribe, 
When you your ſelves have ſeen a lewder Tribe. 
Teg has been here, and tothis learned Pit, 
With 7r:/þ action flanderd Engliſh Wit. 

You have beheld ſuch barb'rous Mac's appear, 
As merited a {ſecond Mallacre. 

Sach as like Cain were branded with diſgrace, 
And had their Country itampt upon their Face: 
When Stroulers dur{t preſume to pick your purſe, fly 


We humbly thought our broken Troop not worſe, fc; 


How 1ll ſo&ecr our ation may deſerve, W, 
Oxford's a place, where Wit can never ſterve. ln 


A PRO 


[PROLOGUE 


FO 28-E 


| Univerſiry of OX FO R D: 


By Mr. Drydez. 
To AQtors cannot much of Learning boaſt, 


Ot all who want it, we admire it moſt; 


We love the Praiſes of a Learned Pir, 

As we remotely are ally'd to Wit. 

We ſpeak our Poets Wit, and Trade in Ore, 

Like thoſe who touch upon the Golden Shore : 

betwixt our Judges can diſtinction make, 

Diſcera how much, and why,our Poems take. 

Mark if the Fools, or Men of Sence, rejoyce, 

Whether th' Applabila, e only Sound or Voice. 

[When our Fop Gallants, or cur City Folly 

» | (ap over-loud, it makes us melancholy : (raiſe, 
We doubt that Scene which does their wonder 

and, for their iznorance contemn their Praiſe. 

oh Judge 
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Judge then,it We who At,and They who Write, 


Shou'd not be proud of giving You delight. 


Loazon likes groſsly, but this nicer Pit 


Examines, Fathoms all the depths of Wit : 


The ready Finger lays on every Blot, (not, 
Knows what ſhow'd juſtly pleaſe, and what ſhou 
«Nature her ſelf lies open to your view, 

You judge by Her what draught of Her is true, 
Where out-lines falſe, and Colours ſeem too faint, 
Where BPunglers dawb, and where True Poets 
Pur by the Sacred Genius of this Place, (Paint, 


By every Muſe, by each Domettick Grace, 


Be kind to Wit, which but endeavours well, 
And, where you judge, preſumes not to excel. fly 
Our Poets hither for Adoption come, W 


As Nations ſu'd to be made Free of Ryze. 


Not in the ſuffragating Tribes to ſtand, 


But in your utmoſt, laſt, Provincial Band. 


If His Ambition may thoſe Hopes purſue, 


Vho with Religion loves Your Arts and You, 
O:xfat 
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Oxford to Him a dearer Name {hall be, 
Than His own Mother Univerſity. 
Thebes did His Green, unknowing Youth 1ngage, 


He chuſes Arhens in His Riper Age. 
EPILOGUE 
To OXFORD: 


ets} Spoken by Mrs. Marſhal, Writ by Mr. Dyydey. 


nt. Ft has our Poet wilh'd, This happy Seat 
() Might prove His fading Muſes laſt retreat: 
 [wonder'd at his wiſh; but now I find, 
l. Jl here ſought quiet, and content of Mind : 
Which noiſeful Towns and Courts can never 
\ndonly in the Shades,like Lawrels grow. (know, 
louth, cre it ſees the World, here ſtudies reſt, 
Mad Age, returning thefice, concludes it beſt. 


What wonder, if we court that happineſs, 


Us Jarly to ſhare, which Hourly You poſſeſs ? 


)xf0/ ix ; 
uf F< Teaching 
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reaching ev'n You, while the vext World we 


OO — ——— 


Tour 2eace to value more,and better know. (ſhow 


i521] we can return for Favours paſt, 


WH. 10ly Memory {hall ever laſt. 

For vatronage from Him whoſe care preſides, 
re every Noble Art, and every Science guides; 
Butyurſt, aName the Learn'd with Rev rence know, 
And {carcely more to his own Yzre// owe. 

W hotc Age entoys but what His Youth deſerv'd, 


To rule thoſe Muſes whom belore He ſerv'd. 
His Learning and untainted Manners too, 

We had, Athenians, are deriv'd to You. 

Such ancient Hoſpitality there reſts 

Ja Yours, as dwelt in the firſt Grec:az Breſts, 
Where Kindneſs was Religion to their Gueſts, 
Such Modeſty did to our Sex appear, 

As, had there been no Laws, we need not tear, 
Since each of You was our Prote-tor here. 
Converſe {o chaſt, and ſo ſtrict Vertue ſhown, 


As might Apollo with the Mules own. 
Till 


4 (277) 


ve I Till our Return, we muſt deſpair to find 


w þ| Judges ſo juſt, ſo knowing and ſo kind. 


— = ———— > Me— ————— —  _ J}_—____O_ 


The Prologue at O XFOR D, 1680, 


By Mr. Dryaen. 


Heſpis, the firſt Profeſſor of onr Art, 

At Country Wakes, Sung Ballads from a 
Toprove this true, if Latin be no Treſpaſs, (Cart. 
Dicitur & Plauſtris, vexiſſe Poemats Theſpis. 
lut Eſcalzs, ſays Horace 1n ſome Page, 

Was the firſt Mountebank that trod the Stage : 


let Arheas never knew your Learned ſport, 


(fTofſing Poets in a 1[ennis-Conrt ; 
ut 'tis the Talent of our Ez2/;ſb Nation, 
till to be Plotting ſome New Reformation : 
d few years hence, it Anarchy goes on, 
uk Presbyter ſhall here EreGt his Throne, 
24 Knock 


_ 
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Knock out a Tub with Preaching once a day, 
And every Prayer be longer than a Play. 
Then all you Heathen Wits {11.11 -9 to Por, 
For disbelieving of a Popiſh Phot : 

Your Poets {hall be us'd like Intidels, 

And worſt the Author of the Oxford Bells : 
Nor ſhou'd we ſcape the Sentence, to Depart, 
Ev'n in our firſt Original, A Cart. 

No Zealous Brother there wou'd want a Stone, 
To Maul Us Cardinals, and pelt Pope Joar - 
Religion, Learning, Wit, wou'd be ſuppreſt, 
Rags of the Whore, and Trappings of the Beaſt : 
Scot, Swarcs, Tem of Aqnin, muſt go down, 
As chief Supporters of the Triple Crown ; 
And 4ariftorle's for deitruttion ripe, 

Some ſay He ca!!?d the Sou; an Organ-Pipe, 
Which by ſome little help of Derivation, 


Shall then be prov'd a Pipe of Inſpiration. 


he 
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The Prologue to Arvumazar: 


CU 
. 


Written by Mr. Drjdep. 
T” ſay this Comedy pleas'd long ago, 


Is not enough to make it paſs You now, 
Yet, Gentlemen, your Anceſtors had wit ; 
When few Men cenſurd , and when fewer Writ.” 
And Johnſon (of thoſe few the belt) choſe this, 
As the beſt model of his Maſter-piece : 
Subtle was got by our Albamazar, 
That Alchymilſt by this Aftrologer ; 
Here he was faſhion'd, and we may ſuppoſe, 
He lik'd the Faſhion well, who wore the Cloaths. 
But Bez made Nobly his, what He did mould, 
What was anothers Lead, becomes His Gold: 
Like an unrighteous Conqueror He Reigns, 


Yet Rules that well, which He unjuſtly gains. 


But this our Age ſuch Authors does attord, (word: 


ks make whole Plays, and yet ſcarce Write ane 
Who 


T 4 


F 
Z 
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eas. 


Who in this Anarchy of Wit, Rob all ; 
And what's their Plunder, their Poſſeſſion call. 
Who, like bold Padders, ſcorn by Night to Prey, 
But Rob by Sunſhine, in the face of Day. 

Nay ſcarce the common Ceremony ule, 

Of Stand Sir, and deliver up Your Muſe ; 

But knock the Poet down, and, with a Grace, 
Mount Pez a/#5 before the Owners Face. 

Faith, if you have ſuch Country To's abroad, 
»>Tis time for all True Men to leave that Road. 
Yet it were modeſt, could it but be faid 

They Strip the Living, but theſe Rob the Dead : 
Dare with the Mummyes of the Muſes Play, 
And make Love to them the #2 yprian way : 

Or as a Rhyming Author would have ſaid, 

Joyn the Dead Living to the Living Dead. 
Such Mien 1n Poctry may claim ſome part, 

=! They have the Licenſe, tho? they want the Art. 
And might,where Theft was prais'd,for Lawreats 
Poets, not of the Head, but of the Hand. (ſtand 
They 


| 
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they make the benefits of others ſtudying, 
Much like the Meals of Politick Jack Pudding, 
Whoſe diſh to challenge, no Man has the courage, 


—_— 


'Tisall his own whenonce h*has ſpit 2th? Porrige, 
But, Gentlemen, you're all concern'd in this, 

You are in fault for what they do amiſs. 

for They their Thefts ſtill undiſcoverd think, 
And durſt not Steal, unleſs You pleaſe to wink. 
terhaps, You may award by Your Decree, 

They ſhon'd refund, but that can never be. 

for ſhould You Letters of Repriſal Seal, (teal. 
Theſe Men Write that which no Man elſe would 


es 


——_— 


Prologue to ARrviracus Reviv'o: 
Spoken by Mr. Hart. 
Written by Mr. Dryden. 


Ith ſickly ACtorsand an oldHouſe too, (New 


' Were match'd with GloriousTheatres and 
And 
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And with our Alehoule Scenes, and Cloaths bate 


Canneither raile Old Plays,nor New adorn.(worn, 
If all theic ills could not undo us quite, 
A Brisk French Troop 15 grown your dear delight, 


Who with broad bloody Bills call you each day, 


To laugh, and break your Buttons at their Play, 
Or ſee ſome {erious Piece, which we preſume 
Is fal'n from fome incomparable Plume ; 

And therefore, Mcyrenrs, 1t you'l do us grace, 
Send L acquies early to preſerve your Place, 
We dare not on your Priviledge intrench, 

Or ask you why you like *em? They are French. 
Therefore ſome go with Courtelie exceeding, 
Neither to Hear nor See, but ſhow their Breeding, 
Each Lady ſtriving to out-laugh the reſt, 

To make it ſeem they underſtood the Jeſt : 
Their Countrymen come in, and nothing Pay, 
To teach Us Ex21i/b where to Clap the Play : 
Civil 1yad : Our Hoſpitable Land, 


Bears all the charge for them to underſtand : 
ical 
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Mcan time we Languiſh, and neglected lye, 


Like Wives, while You keep better Company ; 
And wiſh tor our own ſakes, without a Satyr, 


t, I You'd leſs good Breeding ,or had more goodNature. 


L— — 


Prologue Spoken tae firſt day of 


the K1 ng "yy Houf Ic Acting alter 
the my 


Writ by Mr. Dryden. 


.. : eſcape toLand, (ſtand 
ht: 


So look they, when on the bare Beach they 
 PPropping and cold,and their firſt fear ſcarce o're, 
ns: ExpeCting Famine on a Deſart Shore. 

From that hard Climate we muſt wait for Bread, 

Whence ev'n the Natives, forc'd by hunger, fled. 
» [OurStage does-Humane Chance preſent to view, 
But ne're before was ſeen fo ſadly true. 
You are chang'd too, and Your pretence to ſee, 


k but a Nobler Name for Charity. 


Kal Your 
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Your own Proviſions furniſh out our Feaſts,(gueſty 
While You the Fonnders make your ſelves the 
Of all Mankind beſide Fate had ſome Care, | 


— ; 
; 


But for poor Wit no portion did prepare, 

"Tis left a Rent Charge to the Brave and Fair. 

You cheriſh'd it, and now its Fall you mourn, 

Which blind unmanner*®d Zealots make their ſcorn 
| Who think that Fire a Judgment on the Stage, 

Which ſpar'd not Temples in its furious rage. 

But as our new built City riſes higher, 

So from Old Theatres may New aſpire, 

Since Fate contrives Magnificence by Fire. 

Our Great Metropolis does far ſurpaſs 

What e're is now, and equals all that was: 

Our Wit as far does Foreign Wit Excel], 

And, like a King, ſhou'd in a Palace dwell, 

But we with Golden Hopes are vainly fed, 

Talk high, and Entertain-You 1n a Shed : 

Your Preſence here (for which we humbly Sue) 


Will Grace Old Theatres, and build up New. 
Prologue 
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$ 
i | Prologue: for the Women, when 


they Aded at the Old I xearrE 


| in LincoLns-Ixx-Fiti ps. 


Written by Mr. Dryden. 
(hard, 


n, Here none of you Gallants e*re driven {o 
As when the poor kind Soul was under 
And couldnot do't athome,in ſomeby-ſtreet, (guard 


To take a Lodging, and in private meet ? 

Such is our Caſe, We can't appoint our Houſe, 
The Lovers old and wanted Rendezyouz. 
But hither to this truſty Nook remove, 
The worſe the Lodging is,the more the Love. 
for much good Paſtime, many a dear {weet hug 
k ſtoln in Garrets on the humble Rugg. 
dere's good Accommodation 1n the Pit, 
The Grave demurely in the mid(t may Sit. 

) And ſo the hot Burgundian on the Side, 
ly Vizard Maſque, and o're the Benches ftride : 


Tere 
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Here are convenient upper Boxes too, 

For thoſe that make the moſt triumphant ſhow, 
All that keep Coaches muſt not Sit below. 
There Gallants, You betwixt the Acts retire, 
And at dull Plays have lomething to admire.: 
We who look up, can Your Addreſſes mark ; 
And ſee the Creatures Coupled in the Ark : 

So we expect the Lovers, Braves, and its, 


The Gaudy Houle with Scenes,will ſerve tor C:tts, 
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of 


AProlooue ipoken art the Op-nin 
the + :w Houss, {V1ar. 26. 16 


VVritten by Mr. Dryden. 


Plain Built Houſe after ſo long a ſtay, 
Wilt ſend you halt unfatisfy'd away 3 


01 
O 
} 


When,tal'n from your expected Pomp, you find 
A bare convenience only 1s delign'd, 
You who each day can Theatres behold, 


Like NVero's Palace, ſhining all with Gold, 


EE ( 207 ) 


| Our mean ungilded Stage will ſcorn, we fear, 


_—_— 


And for the homely Room, diſdain the Chear. 


And a plain Sute fince we can make but one) 


7 . - 
Tet now cheap Druggets to a Mode are grown, 
þ better than to be by tarniſht gawdry known, 
they who are by Your Favours wealthy made, 


With mighty Sums may carry on the Trade : 


We, broken Banquers, half deſtroy'd by Fire, 
With our ſmall Stock to humble Roots retire, 
's. FPity our Loſs, while you rheir Pomp admire. 
For Fame and Honour we no longer ſtrive, 
0 [7 yield in both, and only beg to Live. 
Unable to ſupport their vaſt Expence, 
Who Build, and Treat with ſuch Magnificence ; 


That like th? Ambitious Monarchs of the Age, 

They give the Law to our Provincial Stage: 

Great Neighbours envioully promote Exceſs, 
| FVhile they impoſe their Splendor on the 1:15. 


but only Fools, and they of vaſt Eſtate, 
Iv extremity of Modes wall imitate, 
The dangling Knce-fringe, and the Bib-Cravat. 


Yur Yet 
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Yet if ſome Pride with want may be allow'd, 


We in our-plainneſs may be juſtly proud : 
Our Royal Maſter wilPd it ſhould be ſo, 
What e're He's pleas'd to own, can need no ſhow: 


That Sacred Name gives Ornament and Grace, 


And, like his {tamp, makes baſeſt Mettals paſs, 


'Twere Folly now a ſtately Pile to raiſe, Plays. 


To build a Play-Houſe while You throw down 


Whilſt Scenes,Machines,and empty Opera'sreign, 
And for the Pencil You the Pen diſdain. 


While Troops of famiiht Frezchmez hither drive, 


And laugh at thoſe upon whoſe Alms they live: 


id Exzliſb Authors vaniſh, and give place 


To theſe new Conqu'rors of the Norma Race ; 


More tamely, than your Fathers You ſubmit, 


You'r now grown Vallals ro em in your wit : 


Mark,whenthey Play, how our tige Fops advance 


The mighty Merits of theſe Men of Fraxce, 
Keep Tune, cry Bez, and humour the Cadence': | 


A 
VV ell, 
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Well pleaſe your ſelves, hr ſure 'ris underſtood, 


That French Machines have ne'r done Eng land 
Ll wou'd not propheſie our Houſes Fate: (700d : 

v: Pit while vain Shows and Scenes you over-rate, 
Tis to be fear d—— 


That as a Fire the former Houſe o'rethrew, 


ys. Machines and Tempelts will deſtroy the new. 


wn 
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Epilogue by the {ſrme Author. 


| (true, 


Fa what our Prologue [id was fadly 2 


A Charm that ſeldom fails with, wicked, You. 


Yer,Gentlemen,our homely Houſe is new, 


&Country Lip may have the Velvet touch, 
Tho? She's no Lady, you may think her ſuch, 
\ ftrong imagination may do much. 


ce, BBut you, loud Sirs, who tho' your Curls look big, 


riticks in Plume and white yallancy Wig, 

Who lolling on our foremoſt Benches ir, 

And (till charge firſt, (the true forlorn of Wit) 

V Whoſe 
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Whole favours, like the Sun, warm where you 
Yet you like him, haveneither heat nor Soul; (roul 
So may your Hats your Foretops never prels, 
Untouch'd your Ribbonds, ſacred be your drefs ; 
So may you llowly to Old Age advance, 


And have tlr excule of Youth for Ignorance. 


So may Fop corner full of noiſe remain, 

And grive far ofi the dull attentive train ; 

So may your Midnight Scowrings happy prove, 
And Morning BattTies force your way to Love; 
So may not France your Warlike Hands recall, 
But leave you by cach others Swords to fall : 
As you come here to ruffle Vizard Punk, 
When ſober, rail and roar when you are drunk, 
But to the Wits we can ſome merit plead, 

And urge what by themſelves has oft been ſaid: 
Our Houſe relieves the Ladies from the frizhts JT 
Of ill pay'd Streets, and long dark Winter Nights ;Þv 
The /azders Horſes from a cold bleak Road, If 


Where Bears in Furs dare ſcarcely look abroad. I 
The 
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The Audience from worn Plays and Fuſtian Stuff 


Ou 


ul, 8 Of Rhyme,more nauſeous than three Boys in Buff. 
Though in their Houſe the Poets Heads appear, 
\ {I Ve hope we may preſume their Wits are here. 


The beſt which they reſerv'd they now will Play, 
For, like kind Cuckolds,tho? w? have not the aa 


To pleaſe,we'l find you Abler Men who may. 


I they {hou'd fail, for laſt recruits we breed 
> JATroop of frisking Monſieurs to ſucceed : ; 


» [(You know the French furecards at time of need, 


LT 


__ 


An EPILOGUE. 
k V Vricten by Mr. Dryden. 
WW: you but half ſo Wiſe as y'are Seyers, 


Our youthfulPoect ſhou'dnot need tofear - 


Tohis &fcen Years your Cenſures you would {uir, 


Not blaſt the Bloſſom, but expe the Fruit. 

The Sex that beſt does pleaſure utiderſtand, 

Will always chuſe to ert on Yother hand, 

V 2 They 
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They cacck not him that's awkard in deliphr 


OE cm 
—— 


, 


Lut Clap the young Rogues Cheek, and ſet him 


Thus heart?nd well andfleſh'd upon his prey, (right, 


The Yonth may prove a Man another day. 


Your Bez and Fletcher in their firſt young flight 


Did no Volpone, no Arbaces Writc. 


But hopp'd about, and ſhort excurſions made 


From Bough to Bough, as if they were afraid, 


Aad each were guilty of ſome #9 bred Maid. 


Shai:{pear's own Mule her Pericles firſt bore, 


The Prince of Tyre was elder than the Moore : 


'Tis miracle to ſee a firft good Play, 


Il Hawthorns do not bloom on Chri/fmas-d:y. 


A {lender Poet mult have time to grow, 


And ſpread and burni{h as his Brothers do. 
Who ſtill looks lean, ſure wich ſome Pox ts curſt, 
3ut no Man can be Fa!/?iff tat at firſt, 

Then damn not, but indulze his ſtew'd eflays, 


Encourage him, and bloat him up with pratle. 


That 
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That he may get more bulk hefore he dyes, 


m {He's not yet fed enough for Sacrifice, 
it {Perhaps if now your Grace you will not grudge, 
He may grow up to Write, and you to Judge. 


L— 


An Epilogue for the Kixcs Houss. 
VVritten by Mr. Dryden. 


WE AQ by fits and ſtarts,like drowning Men, 
But juſt peepup,and then dop down again, 

let thoſe who call us wicked,change their ſence, 

for never Men liv*d more on Providence. 

Not Lott*ry Cavaliers are half ſo poor, 

Nor broken Citts, nor a Vacation Whore. 

Not Courts, nor Courtiers living on the Rents 


t 


p SE” . 
)t the three. laſt ungiving Parliaments. 


lemighc have ſpar'd his dream of 7 Lean Kine, 
Fudchang' his Viſion for the Mules Nine, 
hat V 3 The 


dwretched, that if Pharaoh cou'd Divine, : 
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The Comet, that they lay portends a Dearth, 


Was but a Vapour drawn from Playhouſe Earth, 
Pent there ſince our laſt Fire, and Lilly ſays, 
Foreſhews our change of State,and thin Third dy, 
*Tis not our want of Wit that keeps us poor, 
For then the Printers Preſs would ſuffer more. 
Their Pamphleteers each day their venom ſpit, 
They thrive by Treaſon,and we ſtarve by Wit, 
Lang Confeſs the truth, which of you has not laid 
Four Farthings out ta buy the Hatfic/d Maid? 

Or which is duller yet, and more wou'd ſpite us, 
Democritres his Wars with Heraclitns, 
Such are the Authors who have run us down, 
And exercis'd you Criticks of the Town. 
Yet theſe are Pearls to your Lampooning Rhymes, 
Yabuſe your ſelves more dully than the Times. 
Scandal, the Glory of the Exz/iſh Nation, 

Ts worn toRaggs, and fſcribbPd out of faſhion. 


Such harmleſs thruſts, as if, like Fencers wile, 


They had agreed their Play betore their prize: 
| | Faith, 


l; 
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Faith,they may hang theirHarps upon theWiilows 
Tis juſt like Children when they Pox with pillows. 


Then put an end to Civil Wars for ſhame, 
Let each Knight Errant who has wrong'd a Dame, 
Throw down his Pen, and give Her as He can, 


The fſatisfaftion of a Gentleman. 


—_—. 
— —_—_ 
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Prologue to the Princels of CLtves. 
VVritten by Mr. Dryden. 


Adies ! (I hope there's none behind to hear,) 
Henw'a to whiſper ſomething in your Ear : 
ASecret, which does much my Mind perplcx, 
There's Treaſon in the Play againſt our Sex. 

A Man that's falſe to Love,that Vows and cheats, 
And kifles every living thing he meets ! 

A Rogue in Mode, I dare not ſpeak too broad, 
One that does ſomething to the very Bawd. 

Out on him, Traytor, for a filthy Beaſt, 

Nay, and he's like the pack of all the reſt ; 

V 4 None 
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Some:Jew has chang'd the Text,T half believe, 


None of *em tick ar ma rk:They all deceive, | 


Their Adam cozen'd our poor .:randame £ve. 
To hide their faults they rap out Oaths and tear: 
Now tho'we Lye, wre too well bred to Swear, 
So we compound for halt che Sin we owe, 

But men are dipt for Soul and Body too. ('em 
And W hen found out excule themſelves, Pox cant 
With Latin Ruff, porjuria ridet dAmantum. 

Im not Book Learnd to know that wordin vogue, 
But I ſuſpeQt 'tis Latin for a Rogue. 

Pme ſure 1 never heard that Schritchowl hollow 
In my poor ears, but Separation follow'd. 

How can ſuch perjurd Villains e're be Saved, 
Achitoph: /*s not halt ſo falſe to David. 

With Vows and ſoft expreſſions to allure, 

They ſtand like Foremen of a Shop, demure, 

No ſooner out of ſight, but they are gadding, 
And for the next new Face Ride out a padding. 


Yet? 


> 


c—_—_— 
._ *P 


Que 
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Yet, by their favour when they have bin Kiſſing, 


—=_ 


Wecan perceive the ready Mony miſſing : 

Well ! we may rail, but 'tis as good een wink, 
Something we hnd, and ſomething they will fink 
But fince they*r at Renouncing, tis our parts, 


Totrump theirDiamonds,as they trump ourHearts 


Epliogue to the Princeſs of Cleves, 
VVritten by Mr. Dryden. 


Qualm of Conſcience brings me back agen 
To make amends to you be{patterd Men | 
We Women Love like Cats, that hide their Joys, 
By growling, ſqualing, and a hideous noiſe. 
Iraild at wild young Sparks,but without lying, * 
Never was Man worſe thought on for high-{'y ing; 
The prodigal of Love gives each her part, 
And ſquandring ſhows, at leaſt, a noble Heart. 
Pre heardof Men, who in ſome lew'd Lampoon, 
Haye hir'd a Friend,to make their valour known. 
That 
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That Accuſation ſtraight, this queſtion brings, 


_ Y 


What is the Man that does ſuch naughty things ? 
The Spaniel Lover, like a ſneaking Fop, 


Lyes at our Feet. He's ſcarce worth taking up ; 


"Tis true, ſuch Hero's in a Play go far, 


But Chamber practice, 1s not like the Bar. 


When Men ſuch vile, ſuch faint Petitions make, 


We fear to give, becauſe they fear to take ; 


Since Modeſty's the Vertue of our kind, 


Pray let it be to our own Sex contin'g. 


When Men uſurp it from the Female Nation, - 


*Tis but a work of Supererrogation. 


We ſhow'd a Princeſs 1n the Play. ?Tistrue, 


\ 
Whogave her Ceſar more than all his due. \ 
Told her own Faults, but I ſhou'd much abhor, JT 
To choole a Husband for my Confeſlor. A 


You ſee what Fate follow'd the Saint-like Fool, | $ 

For telling Tales from out the Nuptial School., {I 
Our Play a merry Comedy had prov'd, St 
Had ſhe Confeſg't as much to him ſhe lov. 

True 
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True Presbyterian-Wives, the means wou'd try, 
But damn'd Confeſfing is flat Popery. 


A— 
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JP oken, To the Queen in Trinity- 
Fo allege New-Comwurt im C aabridge. 
VVritten by Mr. DUKE. 


T Hou equal Partner of the Royal Bed, 
That ma*kit a Crown fit ſoft on Charles's 
Head ; 
In whom with Greatneſs, Virtue takes her Seat ; 
Meekneſs with Power, and Piety with State ; 
Whoſe Goodneſs might even FaQious Crouds re- 
Win the Seditious and the Savage tame ; (claim 
Tyrants themſelves to gentleſt Mercy bring, 
And only Ufeleſs is on ſuch a King ; 
» I %e, Mighty Princeſs, ſee how every Breſt, 
With Joy and Wonder, is at once polleſt : 
Such was the Joy, 'which the firſt Mortals knew, 
When Godsdeſcended to the peoples view, | 
Such 
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Such devout Wonder did it then afford, 


To ſce thoſe Pow'rs they had unſeen ador'd, 

But they were Feign'd: Nor if they hadbeen true, 

Could ſhed more Blelings on the Earth than you: 

Our Courts enlarg'd,their former bounds diſdain, 

To make Reception for ſo great a Train 

Here may your Sacred Breſt rejoyce to ſee, 

Your own Age ſtrive with Ancient Piety, 

Soon now, ſince Bleſt by your Auſpicious Eyes, 

To full Perfe&tion ſhall our Fabrick riſe. 

Leſs powerful Charms than Yours of old could 
call, 

The willing Stones into the Theban Wall, 

And Ours which Now its riſe to You ſhall owe, 


More fam'd than that by Your great Name ſhall 
(grow, 


Hortaud, 
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FE LORIANA 


» JA PasToRAL Upon the Death 
} of her Grace the Dutchels of 


Southampton. 


By Mr. DUKE. 
Damoz. 
EI me my 7hyrſis, tell thy Damon, why 
4 * Do's my lov'd Swain in this {ad poſture lie ? 
What meaa theſe ſtreams ſtill falling from thine 
Xe Eyes, 
Faſt as thoſe ſighs from thy ſwoln boſom riſe ? 
| Þ| Has the fierce Wolf broke thro” the tenced ground? 
Have thy Lambs ſtray*d? or has Dorizda frown*d? 
 Thyrſis.TheWolt ? Ah!let him come,tor now he 
HavethyLambs ſtray*d'let *em for ever ſtray: (may 
Dorizzda frown'd ? No, She 1s ever mild ; 


Nay, 1 remember þut juſt now She {miPd : 


as | 


( Joz } 


_— 14 tO —— rn Ie Gn 


—— . 


Alas! She {mild ; for to the lovely Maid 
None had the fatal Tidings yet convey d : 
Tell me then Shepherd, tell me, canſt thou find 
As long as thou art true, and She is kind, 
A Grief ſo great, as may prevail above 
Even Damoz's Friend{hip, or Dorizda's Love ? 
Damoz. Sure there 1s none. 7 hyr/.But, Damon 
(there may be: 
What if the charming Florianz die ? 
Damon.Far be the Omen ! 7 hyr/. But ſuppoſe it 
(true, 
Damox. Then ſhould I grieve my 7 hyſis, more 
/thanyou. 
She is—T/yr/.Alas!She was,but is no more ; 
Now, Dam, now, let thy ſ{woln eyes run o're: 
Here to this Turt by thy {ad T hyrſis grow, 
And when my ſtreams of Grief too ſhallow flow, 
Let in thy Tide to raiſe the Torrent high, 
Till both a Deluge make, and in it die, 


Damon: 
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TE » Then char to this wiſht height theFloud+ 
(might ſwell, | 


Friend, / will tell thee. Th.Friend, [thee will tell, ; 


How young, how good, how beautiful She fell. ; 


0h ! She was all for which tond Mothers pray, 


Bleſſing their Babes when firſt they ſee the Day. 


Beauty and She wereone ; for in her Face 


fate Sweetneſs temper'd with Majeſtick Grace ; 
v 


Yet ſuch attraQtive goodneſs as might draw 


ch pow'rtulCharms as might the proudeſt aw, 


The Humbleſt, and to both give equal Law. 


How was She wondred at by every Swain ? 


The Pride, the Light, the Goddeſs of the Plain : 


0n all She ſhin'd, and ſpreading glories caſt 
Diffuſive of her ſelf, where ?re She paſt, 


There breath'danAir ſweet as theWinds that blow 


from the bleſtShoars where fragrantSpices grow: 


Even me ſometimesShe withaSmile would grace, 


Like the Sun ſhining on the vilelt place, 


Nor 
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Nor did Dorinds barr me the Delight. 


Of feaſting on her Eyes my longing Sight : 


— 


But to a Being ſo ſublime, ſo pure, 


Spar'd my devotion, of my Love ſecure. 


Damon.Her Ecauty ſuch: butNature did deſign 
That only as an anſwerable Shrine 


| 


To the Divinity that's lodg'd within. ; 


Her Soul ſhin*d through, and made her form fo 
(bright, 


As Clouds are guilt by the Sun's piercing Light. 


In her ſmooth Forchead we might read expreſt 


Theeven Calmnels of her gentle Breaſt : 


And in her ſparking Eyes as clear was writ 


The ative vigour of her youthful Wit. 


Each Beauty of the Body or the Face 


Was but the ſhadow of ſome inward Grace. 


Gay, ſprightly, chearful, free, and unconhin'd, 
Te 
Yet prudent, though not tedious nor ſevere, A 


As Innocence could make it, was her Mind ; 


Like thole, who being dull, would grave appear; th 
| Who 


— 


o 
t 


Iz 


'ho 


IVhen Paz himſelf and fair Lowi/a weep ? 
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Who out of guilt do Chearfulneſs deſpiſe, 


And being ſullen, hope men think ?em wile. 
How would the liſtning Shepherds round her 
(throng, 
To catch the words fell from her charminy 
(Tongue ! 
She all with her own Spirit and Soul iffſþird, 
fer they all lov'd, and her they all admir'd. 
Even mighty Paz,whoſe powerful Hand ſuſtains, 


The Sovereign Crook that mildly awes the 
( Plains, 

Of all his Cares made her the tender'ſt part; 

And great Lovi/a lodg'd her in her Heart. 


Thyrſis. Who would not now a ſolemn Mourn- 
( ing keep, 


When thoſe bleſt Eyes by the kind gods delign'd 
To cheriſh Nature, and delight Mankind, 
All drown'd in Tears, melt into gentler Showers 


Than April! drops upon the Springing Flowers ; 
N Such 
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Such Tears as /exzs for Aioais ſhed, 


When at her feet the Lovely Youth lay dead ; 


About her, all her little weeping Loves 


Ungirt her Ce/fo;, and unyoakt her Doves. 


Damon. Come pious Nymphs, with fair Lo 


And viſit gentle Floriana's Tomb ; ( come, 


And as you waik the Melancholy Round, 
Where no unhallow'd feet prophane the ground 
With your chaft hands freſh flowrs and odounfſ/ 
About her laft obſcure and ſilent Bed ; © ( ſhed 
Still praying as you gently move your feet, D 
Soft be her Pillow, and her Slumbers ſweet. A] 


Thyrſis. See where they come,a mournful lovely 


( Train} 
As ever wept on fair Arcad7a*s Plain : W] 
Lowviſa mourntul tar above the reſt, A 
In allthe Charms of beauteous Sorrow dreit : Bt 


Juſt are her Tears, when She reflets how ſoon 
A Beauty, ſecond only to her own, 
Flouriſht, lookt gay, was wither'd and is gone! 


D ANON 


— 
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Damon. O She is gone! gone like a new-born 
| ( flower, 


That deck'd ſonic Virgin-Queens delicious Bowers 
Torn from the Stalk by ſome untimely blaſt, 
zaJAnd *mongſt the vileſt weeds and rubbiſh caſt : 
ae, Jbut flow*rs return, and coming Springs diſcloſe, 
The Lilly whiter, and more freſh the Roſe ; 
nd, but no kind Seaſon back her Charms can bring, 
urSFAnd Floriana has no ſecond Spring. 
ned Thyrſis. O She is ſet ! ſet like the falling Sun ; 
Darkneſs is round us, and glad Day is gone ! 
Alas ! the Sun that's ſet, again will riſe, 
rely Þ\nd gild with richer Beams the Morning-Skies : 
an Blut Beauty, though as bright as they it ſhines, 
Vhen its ſhort glory to the Weſt declines, 
there's no hope of the returning Light 3 


ut all is long Oblivion, and eternal Night. 


on 


e! 
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The Tears of Awuvynr a, for the 
Death of Damox. 


By Mz. Drydez. 
SON G. 


& aye belide a Willow, 
Heav*n her Cov'ring , Earth her Pillow, 


Sad. Amynta figh'd alone: 


From the chearleſs Dawn of Morning 


Till the Dew's of Night returning 


Singing thus ſhe made her. mone : 
Hope 1s bani{h'd 


Joys are vaniſh'd ; 


[Uainoz, My belov'd is gone ! 


7 o 


Time, I dare thee to diſcover 
Such a Youth , and ſuch a Lover, 


Oh ſo true, ſo kind was he ! 


E- (399 ) 


Damon was the Pride of Nature, 


ne ICharming in his every Feature, 

(Damon liv'd alone for me : 
Melting Kiles 
Murmuring Bliſles, 


Who ſo livd and lovd as we ! 


W, J* 


Never ſhall we curſe the Morning, 

Never bleſs the Night returning, ' 

weet Embraces to reſtore : 

Never (hall we both ly dying 

Nature failing, Love ſupplying 

All the Joyes he drain'd before ; 
Death, come end me - 
To befriend me ; 

love and Damon are no more, 


RN 3 
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The Praiſes of Italy out oi Virgif's 
Second GEORGIC. 


By Mr. CG betw6od, 


-y ; I off "IR pF 0 
Sed neque Medorum Sykuz , &c. 

| Ut neither Med:a, Groves, whoſe happy ſoy] 

With choiceſt Fruits prevents the labourers 

Nor Garzes {treams bleſling his fertile land (toyl, 


Nor Hermes elf roling on golden ſand, 


Can with fair 7:aly the prize conteſt, 


Leſs gay the 9071045 Kingdoms of the Eaſt, (ef, 
Nor Araby,xith all her gums and ſpice, is half fo) 
No Hydra's ſhe, or monſtrous Bulls do's bear, 
Who with their flaming Noſtrils blaſt the Air ; 
Nor Dragons teeth ſown in the wondring field 
Do ſhort-liv*d Harveſts of arm'd brethrea yield: 
But vital fruits ſhe brings, Wine, Oyl, and Corn, 


And laireſt Czticl do her Meads adorn. , 
The 


CYEEI 


Her warlike Horſe is of the nobieit Race, 


>. | Who proudly prances ore his native Place. 
And where thy Magic ſtreams, C/zummaws, ow, 
The flocks are white as the freſh falling ſaow. 
Heaven do's ſo much thoſe ſacred Victims prize 
Twill give a Conqueſt for a Sacrifice. 

» Þ As in the North 'tis Winter makes the year, 


] 


Cattel breed twice, & twice the re/t/:/5 furrows | 
* (bear. 


The Spring and Autumn are the ſeaſons here, 


HJ 


But Heay*n has Baniſh'd hence rough beaſts of 
No hungry Lions on the Mountains ſtray, (prey, 
( Nor monſtrous ſnakes make inlecure the fear- 
.\ . (ful travellers way. 
Nature did this ; but Induſtry and Art 

To the rich maſs did nobler forms impast. 

Her Marble Rocks into fair Cities riſe, F[/$kies, 
Which with their pointed Turrets pierce the 
Here,pleaſant ſeats by which clcar ſtreams do paſs 
Gaze on their ſnadows in the liquid Glals : 


There 
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There, big with {tory, ancient Walls do ſhow 


Thetr reverend heads ; beneath fam'd rivers flow, 
The Sea, which would /arr0zz4 the happy place; 


p, 
Dos it on both ſides with his arms embrace : 


And ſtately Galleys which the Aar:a ride, 

Bring the world's Tribute with each gentle Tide, 
The ſpacious Lakes with level proſpect pleaſe, 
Or ſwell, an imitation of the Seas. 

What ſhou'd I tell how Art cou'd underteke 

To make a Haven 1n the Lucrize Lake? 

The Rocky Mole which bridles m the Main, 
Whilſt angry Surges ſpend their rage in vain. 
As Ce{ar's Arms all Nations can ſubdue, 

So C#far's Works can conquer Nature too. 

Her very Entrails vcins of Silver hold, 

And Monntains are all under archd with Gold; 
put her chief Treaſures without which the ret are 
Are Men for labour, Generals made to reign. (van, 
She bred the Miſ7zz who ncre knew to yield, 


And tough Li-»r:4, fit for cither Field : 


%- 


Trium- 


of 
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Triumphant Cottagers, whoſe frugal hand 
Held both the Spade and Truncheon of command : 
Deci; devoted for the publick good, 
Compounding for whole Armies with their blood : 
C:millzzs faviour of the linking State, 
Who reſcu'd Row: eva from the mid(t of Fate. 
Marii who Roman Eavles bore fo far, 
And $:ip79's, the two Thunder-bolts of War. 
You laſt, Great Ce/ar, whole green years did more 
Than Generals o!d in Triumphs could before. 

You towards th Eaſt your glorious courſe do 


Tadia forgets now to adore the Sun. { run, 


8 Hail ! happy ſoil, Learning and Empires Seat, 


Mother of Hero's, S:turz's ſoft Retreat. 
To you I Grecian Arts in Triumph bring, 


And your juſt Praiſe in laſting numbers fing. 


The Kid Ops of the - Found 


Book of Horace. 


By Mr. Ofepney. 


Erſes Immortal (as my Bays) I Sing, 
When ſuited to my trembling ſtring : 
When by ſtrange Art both Voice and Lyre agrce 


To make one pleaſant Harmony. 


All Poets arc by their blind Captain led, 


(For none ere had the fſacrilegious pride 

Torear the well-placdLawrel from his aged head);) 

Yet Piadars rolling Dithyrambique Tide, 

Hath fill this Praiſe, that none preſume to fly 

Like Him, but flagg too low, or ſoar too high. 
Still does Szeſichorns his Tongue 

Sing {weeter than the Bird which on it hung. 


Anacreon 
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Anacreon ne*re too Old can grow, 


Love from every Verſe does flow : 
Still Sappho's ſtrings do ſeem to move, 
Inſtructing all her Sex to Love. 


Golden Rings of flowing Hair, 
More than H-{{- d1d 1nfnare ; 
Others a Princes Grandeur did admire, 
. And wondring, melted to deſire. 
Not only skilful Texcer knew 
To direct Arrows from the bended Ewgh. 
Troy more than once did fall, 
;) I Tho' hireling Gods rebuilt its nodding Wall. 
Was Stenelus the only valiant He, 
q A SubjeCt fit for laſting Poetry ? 
Was Hedor that prodigious Man alone, 


Who, to fave others Lives, expos'd his own ? 


Was 


LEES 


Was only He fo brave to dare his Fate, 
And be the Pillar of a tott*ring State ? 
No, Others buried in Oblivion lye, 


As ſilent as their Grave, 
Becauſe no charitable Poet gave 


Their well-deſerved Immortality. 


Are level d in th' Impartial Grave, . 


Virtue with Sloth,and Cowards with the Brave, 


If they no Poct have. 
But I will lay my Muſick by, 

And bid the mournful ſtrings 1n (ilence lye ; 
Unleſs my Songs begin and end with You, 
To whom my Strings,to whom my Songs are due, 
No Pride does with your riſing Honours grow, 
You meekly look on ſuppliant Crowds below. 

Should Fortune change your happy ſtate, 


You could Admire, yet Envy not, the Great. 
Your 
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Your equal Hand hoids an unbyalſs'd Scale, 


Where no rich Vices, guilded Baits prevail. 
You with a gen'rous Honeſty defpile, 
What all the meaner World ſo dearly prize. 
Nor does Your Virtue diſappear, 
With the ſmall Circle of one ſhort-liv'd Year. 
Others, like Comets, viſit and away ; 
Your Luſtre {great as theirs) tinds no decay, 


But with the conſtant Sun makes an eternal day. 


4. 


We barbaroully call thoſe Bleſt, 
| Who are of largeſt Tenements poſleſt, s 
Whilſt ſwelling Coffers break their Owners reſt. 
More truly Happy thoſe ! who can 
Govern the little Empire, Man : 
Bridle their Paſſions, and dire& their Will 
Through all the glitt*ring paths of charming Il. 
Who ſpend their Treaſure freely, as 'twas giv'n 
By the large Bounty of indulgent Heay'n. 
Who 
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Who in a Gxt unalrterable fate | 


Smile at the doudttul Tide of Fate, 

And ſcorn alike her Friendſhip and her Hate. 
Who Poyfon lets than Falſhood fear, 
Loth to purchaſe Lite ſo dear : 

But kindly for their Friend embrace cold Death, 


And ſeal their Countries Love with their departing 
(breath. 


— — nn I i 


—  ———— — 


Hor. Oop+ 15. Lib. 2. Imitatcd. 


Jam pauca aratro juoera, 


In {ui ſeculi luxnriam. 


By Mr. Chetwood. 


| Hen this unweildy FaCtious Town, 
F. fuch prodigious bulk is grown, 
It on whole Counties ſtands, and now 
Land will be wanting for the Plow. 


Thoſe remnants too the Boors forſake, 


Frith muſt the Nation undertake. 


C319 2 
As in a Plone the Fields ſhall dear ye, 
Whilſt all men to the mighty Pe ſ#honſe fly. 


2+ 


If any Tree is to be ſeen, 

o Tis Myrtle, Bays, and ever green. 

l. Lime-trees, and Plane, for p/eaſare made , 
Which for their Frazt bear only Shae. 
Such as do Female Men content, 

With #/eleſs ſhew and barrez {cent. 

The Britiſh Oak will ſhortly be as rare, 

As Orange-Trees here once, or Cedar were. 


Not by theſe Arts, my Maſters, ſure 

Your Fathers did thoſe Lands procure. 
They preferr'd Uſe to empty ſhew, 

No ſoftning Frexch retinements knew. 
Them- 
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Themſelves, their Houſe, their Table,plain, 


— 


Noble, and richly clad their Train. 
Temp'rance did Health without Phyſicians keep, 
And Labour crown'd hard beds with eaſie ſleep. 


To th? Publick rich, in private poor, 
Th' Exchequer held their greateſt ſtore. 
They did adorn their Native Place 


With Structures, which their Heirs deface. 

They in large Palaces did dwell, 

Which we to Urdert hers ſell. 

Stately Cathedrals they did Found, 

Whoſe Ruines now deform the ground. 
Churches and Colledges endow'd with Lands, 


Whoſe poor Remains fear Sacrilegious Hands. 


—_——_ 
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The fixteenth 0 D E 
A{ the ſecond Book 


Or 


HOR AGE 
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By Mr. Otway. 
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N Storms when Clouds the Moon do hide, 


And no kind Stars the Pilot guide, 


= 
* 


mew me at Sea the boldeſt there, 


Who does not wiſh for quiet here, 


for quiet (Fricnd) the Souldicr fights, 


lars weaty Marches, fleeplets nights, 
tor this feeds hard, and lodges cold, 


Thich can't be bought with hills of Gold. 


he Y 


S1Nnce 
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Since wealth and power too weak we find 


To quell the wwmults of the mind ; 


Or from the Monarchs roots of ſtate 


Drive thence the cares that round him wait, 


Happy the man with little bieſt 


Of what Is Father lit policlt 5 


No bale deſires corrupt his head, 
No fears diſturb him in his bed. 


What then in life, which ſuon muſt end, 
Can all our vain deſigns tend 2? 
From ſhore to ſhorc why ſhould we run 


When none his tireſume ſclt can ſhun 2? 


For bancful care will (till prevail, 
And overtake us under fail, 
'Twill dodge the Great mans train bchind, 


Out run the Roe, out fie rhe wind. 
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If then thy ſoul rcjoyce to day, 
Drive far to morrows cares away. 
_ 


In langhier Ict them all be drown, 


No perfe& good is to be found, 


One Mortal feels Fates fudden blow, 
Another's Imgring death comes (low 3 
And what of life they take from thee, 
The Gods may give to puniſh me, 
Thy portion is a wealthy ſtock, 

A f-rtile glebe, a fruitful flock, 


Horſes and Chariots for thy ealſc, 


Rich Robes to deck and make thee pleaſe. 


For me a little Cell I chuſc, 
Fit for my, mind, fit for my muſe, 
Which ſoft content does Beſt adorn, 


Shunning the Knaves and Fools I ſcorn. 
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I. 


Hen you, AMyzcenas, with your train, 
| Embarking on the Royal Ficet, 


Expole your ſclf to the rough Main, 
And Caſars threatning danger net. 
Whilſt in 1gnoble cafe T am lefr behind, 
And ſhall I call you cruc!, or too kind ? 

2. 
Paſtimes and Wine , which verſe inſpire, 
Are taſteleſs all now you are gone, 
Unture.l is both my mind, and Lyre, 


And 1n full Courts I ſcem alone. 


The reliſh you to my enjoyments give, 


And 73fe, depriv'd of you, cou'd hazdly lize. 


Then 
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Then ſhould I a young Seaman grow, 


Ts 


And take a Cutlace in my hand F 
Yes, with you, to the Pole I'd go, 

Or tread ſcorch'd Afric's treacherous ſand. 
And I perhaps could fight, or fuch as [, 
Atleaſt, inſtead of better men cou'd die. 

4. 
Youl fay, what are my painsto you ? 

I'm not for War, and aftion made : 
Bid me my humble care purſue, 

Seck Winter Sun, and Summer (hade, 
Whilſt both your great example, and Commands 
Require more active, and experienc'd hands. 

5. 
I you ſay this, you never knew 


Friend{hip, the nobleſt part of love; 
What for her Fawn can the old One do 


Dr for her young the timerous Dove ? 


They 
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They'r more at eaſc, tho helpleſs, being near, 
And abſence, even in ſafety, cauſes fear, 
6. | 
This Voyage, and a hundred more, 
To gain your favour I wou'd take. 
But don't whats ſayd on vertues ſcore, 
For ſervile flattery miſtake. | 
No City Palace, or large Country Seat | 
I ſeek, nor aim ſo low as to be Great, 
p, | 
I never lik'd thoſe reſtleſs minds, | 
Which by mean arts, with mighty pain, 
Climb to the Region of the Wind , 
Then of Court Hurricanes complain. 
Kind heav'n aſlures me I ſhall ne're be poor, 


And Os-----2 be damn'd to encreaſe his ſtore. 


gue 
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EPILOGUE intended to have been ſpoken 
by the Lady Henr. Mar. Wentworth 
when Calilto was ated at. Court. 


. S Jupiter I made my Court invann, 


Ile now affume my native ſhape again. 


[m weary to be ſounkindly us d, 

ind would not bea God to be retus'd. 

tate grows uneaſte when it hiaders love, 

\ glortous burden, which the Wife remove. 

Now as a Nymph 1 need not ſue nor try 

The force of any hightning but the eye. 

beauty and youth more then a God Command 
No Joze could ere the force of theſe withſtand. 
Tishere that Sovereign Pow'r admits diſpute, 
beauty ſometimes 1s juſtly abſolute. 

Vur fullen Catces, whatſoe're they ſay, 

Lven while they frown and diftate Laws, obey. 
Tou, mighty Sir, our Bonds more eafiemake 


And gracefully what all muſt ſuffer take, 
Above 
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Above thoſe forms the Grave atfe& to wear z 


For*tis not to be wiſe to be ſevere. 

True wiſdom may ſome gallantry admit, 

And ſoften buſineſs with the charms of wit. 

Theſe peaceful Triumphs with your cares you 
(bought, 

And from the mid{t of fighting Nations brought. 

You only hear it thunder from afar, 

And fit ia peace the Arbiter of War. 

Peace, the loath'd Manna, which hot brains deſpilc, 

You knewits worth, and made it early prize : 

And 1n its happy lerure fit and ſee 

The promiſes of more felicity. 

Two glorious Nymphs of your one Godlike line; 

Whoſe Morning Rays like Noontide ſtrike and 

(ſhine; 
Whom youto ſuppliant Monarchs ſhall diſpoſe, 


To bind your Friends and to difarm your Focs, 


Virgiss 
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He Reader may be pleaſed to obſerve, that 

Virgil, under the Name of Tityrus, per- 

; ſonates himſelf, newly ſavediby the Favour 

of Aguſtns Czlar, from the general Ca- 

lamity of his Mantuan Neighbours ; whoſe Lands 
were taken from them, and divided amone ſt the Ve- 
teran Souldiers, for having been aipt 4 may be 
preſumed) in the ſame Guilt with their Borderers of 
Cremona ; who in the Civil Wars, joyned with 
Caſſius ad Brutus. 7, hefe Mantuans are likewiſe 
perſougted by Melibeus ; as alſo by Amarillis, the 
City of Rome, by Galatca, that of Mantua are 
repreſented. 1 he drift of this Flogue, ts to cele- 
brate the Munificexce of Auguſtus towards Virgil, 
whoz he makes his tutelar God; and the better to 
ſet this off, he brings in Melibeus, vis. Bb Man- 
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#11433 Ne ion hbours y pathetically relati; ug their own 
deplorable Condition, 14 at the joont H1512e wa nity 
ins the fclicity of Tityrus, This his Excemp- 
#104 from the common Caiamity of his Country-men, 
You ang” ws Ver wit h th: Alt TOY of a Slat ve, Ye- 
£0 2 his Liberty : And b:c wiſe Slaves aid not 
commonly aſe to be inf an:hiſt, till Age had made 
them nufeleſs fer Laboar, to follow the Trope, he 
nihes himſ If an ol4 man, is by the Candidior barba, 
and the Fortunate Sencx, ſ:»ficiently appears 3 

tnoveh in reality, Virgil at that time was young, 
and then firſt made kaown to Auguſtus, by the re- 
commenaation of his Verſes, and of his Friends, 
Varus, azd Mxcenas. 


TITTRUS. MELIBEUS. 


MELIBEVS: 

N peaceful Shades, which aged Oakes diffuſe, I 

] You (T:tyr«s) enjoy your rural Mule. 

We leave our Home,and(once)our pleaſant Fields, 
The native Swain to rude Intruders yields ; 


While you in Songs your happy Love proclaim, 
And every Grove learns Amariliis name. 
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_ | A God (to me he always ſhall be ſo) 
» NO Melibexs | d1d this Grace beſtow. 


+ | The choiceſt Lamb, which in my Flock does feed, 


* | Shall each new Moon upon his Altar bleed : 
He every BleJing on his Creatures brings ; 
> | By him the Herd does graze, by him the Herds- 
(man ſings, 
is I MELIBEUS. 
| envy not, but I admire your Fate, (State. 
» {| Which thus exempts you from our wretched 
Look on my Goats that browze, my Kids that 
(play, 
Driven hence my ſelf, theſe I muſt drive away, 
And this poor Mother of a new-faln Pair, 
Is, I(The Herds chief Hope (alas) but my Deſpair !) 
Has left 'em in yond brakes, beſide the way, 
n, Elxpos'd to every Beaſt and Bird of prey. 
dad not ſome angry Planet ſtruck me blind, 
This dire Calamity I had divin'd. 
A3 


No (4) 


*T was oft foretold me by Heavens loudeſt voice, 


Rending our talleſt Oakes with diſmal noule : 


Ravens ſpoke too, though in a lower tone, 

And long from hollow tree were heard to grone. 
But ſay : What God has Tztyrus reliey'd ? 

TITTRUS. 

The Place calPd Rome, I fooliſhly believ'd, 

Was like our Mantua, where on Market-days, 

We drive our well-fed Lambs, (the Shepherds 

(praiſe ;) 

So Vy helps (Il knew) ſo Kids, their Dams exprels, 

And ſo the Great I meaſur'd by the leſs. 

But other Towns when you to her compare, 

They creeping Shrubs to the tall Cyprels are. 


MELIBEVUS. 
hat great occaſion calPd you hence to Rome ? 
TITTRUS. 


- 


Freedom, which came at laſt, though ſlow to come: 
She came not till cold Winter did begin, 


And Age ſome Snow had ſprinkled on my Chin; 
Not 


P 
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Nor then, till Galatea TI foorſook, 
For Amarillis, daign'd on me to look. 


a_ <a 


No hope for Liberty, I muſt confeſs, 

No hope, nor care of Wealth, did me poſſeſs, 

Whilſt I with Galazea did remain : 

For though my Flock, her Altars did maintain, 

Though often I had made my Cheele-preſs groan, 

Largely to furniſh our ungrateful Town, 

Yet ſtill with empty hands I trotted home. 
MELIBEUS. 

[ wonder'd (Galatea | ) whence ſhould come, 

Thy fad Complaints to Heaven, and why ſo long 

Ungathered on their Trees thy Apples hung ? 

Abſent was Tityrus | Thee every Dale, 

Mountain and Spring, thee every Tree did call ! 

TITTRUS. 
What ſhould I do ? I could not here be free, 


: $And only in that place could hope to ſee 


A God propitious to my Liberty, 
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There I the Heavenly Youth did firſt behold, 


Whoſe monthly Feaſt, while ſolemnly I hold, ; 
My loaded Altars never ſhall be cold. 


He heard my Prayers, go home ſhe cry'd) and feed 
In peace your Herd, let forth your Bulls for breed, 
MELIBEUS. 

Happy old Man ! thy Farm untoucht remains, 
And largeenough; though it may as thy pains, 
Toclear the Stones, and Ruſhes cure by Drains. 
Thy teeming Ews wr] no {traage Paſtures try, 
No murrain fear from tainted Company. 

Thrice happy Swain! guarded from Sirian beams, 


By facred Springs, and long acquainted Streams. | 


Look on that bordering Fence, whole Ofier Trees 


Are fraught with flowers, whole flowers are 


(fraught with Bees: 
Kow, with their drowitc tone, the whiſtling Air 


Your fleep to tempt} 2 Conſort does prepare ! 


At 


At 


ET. 
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At farther diſtance, but with ſtronger Lungs, 
The Wood man joyns with theſe his ruſtick 
(Songs : 
Stock-doves, and muriuring Turtles tune their 
Thoſe in a hoarſcr,theſe a ſofter Note. (Throat 
TITTRUS. 
Therefore theL.and andSea ſhall Dwellers change, 
Fiſh on dry ground, Stags {hall on water range : 
The Parthians ſhall commute their bounds with 
(Francs, 
Thoſe ſhall on $24z,theſe drink on Tygris Banks, 


E're I his God-like Image from my heart, 


, | Suffer with black ingratitude to part. 


MELIBEUS. 
But we muſt rome to Parts remote, unknown, 
Under the Torrid, and the Frigid Zone : 


Thele frozen Scythia, and parcht Africk thoſe, 


Cretan Oaxis others muſt incloſe : 
Some 'mong(t the utmoſt Britains are confin'd, 


Doom'd to an Iile, from all che world disjoyn'd. 


Ah: 
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Ah! muſt I never morc my Country ſee, 


But in ſtrange Lands an endleſs Exile be ? 


Is my eternal Baniſhment decreed, (Reed ? 
From my poor Cottage, rear'd with Turf and 
Muſt 1mpious Souldiers all theſe grounds poſſeſs, 
My fields of ſtanding Corn, my fertile Leyes ? 
Did I for theſe Barbarizns plow and ſowe ? 
What dire effefts from Civil Diſcord flow ! 


Graft Pears (O Melibexs !) plant the Vine ! | 


The Fruit ſhall others be, the Labour thine. 
Farewel my Goats ! a happy Herd, when mine ! 
No more ſhall 1, in the refreſhing Shade 

Of verdant Crotto's, by kind Nature made, 
Behold your climbing on the Mountain top, 
The flowry Thyme, and fragrant Shrubs to crop. 
I part with every Joy, parting from you ; 


Then farewel all the World ! Verſes and Pipe, | 
(adieu ! | 
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TITTRUS. 
At leaſt this Night with me forget your care ; 


]? 
1d 


Cheſnuts,and well-preſtCheeſe ſhall beyour Fare ; 
For now the Mountain a long Shade extends, 


» { And curling ſmoak from Village tops aſcends. 


— 
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Second Eclogue. 
Engliſhed by Mr. TATE. 


Hopeleſs Flame did Coyydoz deſtroy, 
* | \ The lov'd Alexis was his Maſtess Joy. 


No reſpite from his Grief the Shepherd knew, 
» | But daily walk*'d where ſhady Bechees grew : 
Where ſtretcht on Earth, alone he thus com- 
(plains, 

And in theſe accents tells the Groves his pains. 
Cruel 
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Cruel A4lexis ! haſt thou no remorſe ? 


Muſt I expire, and have my Sovags no force ? 
Tis now high Noon, when Herds to Coverts run 


The very Lizzards hide, that love the Sun. 


The Reapers home to dinner now repair, { Fare, 


While bulie 7 h-/y/zs provides both Sawce and 
Yet in the raging Heat I ſearch for thee, 

Heat only known to Locuſts and to me. 

Oh was it not much better to ſuſtain, 

The angry days of {marills Reign ? 

Or ſtill be fubje& to Menalchas Iway, 

Tho' he more black than Night, and thou more 

( fair-than Day, 

O lovely Boy, preſume not on thy Form, 
The faireſt Fiow'rs are ſubject to a Storm : 
Thou both difdain{t my Perſon and my Flame, 
Without ſo much as asking who I am |! 
How rich in Heifers, all as white as Snow, 

Or Cream, with which they make my Dairies 
(flow. 
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A thouſand Ewes within my Paſtures breed, 

And all the Year upon New-Milk I feed. 

Belides, the fam'd Amphious Songs I ling, 

That into Thebaz Walls the Stones did bring. 

Nor am I fo deform ; for rother day, 

When all the dreadful Storm was blown away, 

As on the Clifts, above the Sca I ſtood, 

[view d my Image in the Sea-green Flood ; 

And if T look as handſome all the year, 

To vie with Daphrrs ſelf, I wou'd not fear. 

ih woudſt thou once 1n Cottanes delight, 

And love like me, to wound the Stas in flight ! 

Where wholſome Mallows grow our Kids to 
(drive, 


And in our Songs with Paz himſcltf to ſtrive ! 


from Paz the Reeds firſt uſe the Shepherd knew, 


Tis Paz preſerves the Skeep and Shepherd too. 
Viſdain not then the tuneful Reed to ply, 
Nor ſcorn the Paſtime of a Deity. 


What 
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What task would not 4mztas undergo, 

For half the Noble Skill I offer you ? 

A Pipe with Quills of various ſize I have, 
The Legacy Dametas dying gave ; 

And ſaid, poſleſs thou this, by right tis thine; 
Amyntas then ſtood by, and did repine : 
Beſides two Kids that I from danger bore, 
With ſtreak of lovely white enamel d ore ; 
Who drein the bagging Udder twice a day, 
And both at home for thy acceptance ſtay. 
Oft Theſtylis for them has pin'd, and ſhe 

Shall have them, ſince thou ſcora'lt my Gifts 


(and meg r 


Come to my Arms, thou lovely Boy, and take 


The richeſt Prefents thai the Spring can make. 


See how the Nymphs with Lillies wait on theeÞq, 


Fair Naz, ſcarce thy ſelf ſo fair as ſhe. 
With Poppies, Dattadils and Violets joyn'd, 
A Garland for thy ſofter Brow has twin. 


T, 
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My ſelf with downy Peaches will appear, 


And Cheſtnuts, Ay: dainty Chear : 

Ple crop my Laurel, and my Myrtle Tree, 

Together bound, becauſc their {weets agree. 

Unbred thou art, and homely Corydon, 

Nor will 4/ex/s with thy Gifts be won : 

Nor canſt thou hope, it guitts his mind cou'd ſway, 

That rich 1/4 wou'd to thee give way. 

Ah me ! while I fond wretch indulge my Dreams, 

Winds blaſt my Flow'rs, and Boars bemire my 
(Streams. 

It5}Whom flyſt thou? Gods themſelves have had 

myln Woods, and Paris, equal to a God, (aboad, 


& Let Pallas in the Towns ſhe built, reſide, 


Ke.]To me a Grove's worth all the World beſide $5 
nec Lyons chaſe Wolves,thoſe Wolves a Kid in prime, 
That very Kid ſeeks Heaths of flowring time, 


While Corydoz purſues with equal flame ; 


Alexis, thee ; each has his ſeveral Game. 
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Sce how the Ox unyoakt brings home the Plow, 
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The Shades increaſing as the Sun goes low. 
Bleſt Fields relievd by Nights approach ſo ſoon, 
Love has no Night ! *tis always raging Noon ! 
Ah Corydoa ! what frenzy fills thy breſt ? 

Thy Vineyard lies half prun'd and half undreft, 
Luxurious ſprouts ſhut out their ripening Ray, - 
The Branches ſhorn, not yet remov'd away, 
Recal thy ſenſes, and to work with ſpeed, 

Of many Utenſils thou ſtand{t in need. 


Fall to thy Labour, quit the peeviſh Boy ; 
Time, or ſome new deſire {hall this deſtroy. 
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Engliſhed by Mr. CREE CH. 
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The Shepherd Corydon woes Alexis, but finding 
he could not prevail, he reſolves to follow his Af- 
fairs, and forget his Paſſion. 


LE ATS 

'F Oung Corydon (hard Fate) an humble 
Y Alexis lov'd,thejoy of —: 
fle lov'd, but could not hope for Love again ; 


_ Pet every day through Groves he walkt alone, 
And vainly told the Hills and Woods his Moan , . 


Cruel Alexis | can't my Verles move ! 


ir iſt thou not pitty ? mult I dye for Love ? 
uſt now the Flocks purſue the ſhades and cool, 
nd every Lizzard creeps into his hole : 


B Brown 
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rown 7 h-/{y/;s the weary Reapers ſeeks, 


And brings tlicir Meat,their Ontons & their Leeks: 


Ard whillt I trace thy ſteps in every Tree 


And every Buſh, poor Inſects ſigh with Me : 


And had it not bcen better to have born 


The peeviſh 4maryll,”s Frowns and Scorn, 


Or elſe Mezalczs, than this deep deſpair ! 


Though He was black, and Thou art lovely tair ! 


Alt charming Beauty ! *ts a fading Grace, 


Truſt not roo much,{weet Yourh, to that fair ſace: 


Things are not alwavs us'd that pleaſe the (1zht, 


WegatherBlack berries when we fcornthe white, F} 
Thou doft deſpiſe me, Thou dolt ſcorn my flame, FJ 
Yet dolt not know me, nor how rich I-am : 
A thouſand tender Lambs, a thouſand Kine, þ 
A thouſand Goats I feed, and all are mine : þ 
My Dairy's full, and my large Rerd aftords, T 
Summerand Winter, Cream,and Milk, and Curds. 
] pipe as well, as when through 7 heban Plains, Ib 
Amphion ted Ins Tocks, or charm'd the Swains; Fl 


Not 
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Nor 1s my Face 1ſo mean, I lately ſtood, 
And view'd my Figure in the quict Flood, 
And think my felf, though it were judg'd by you” 
As fair as Daphni's, it that glaſs be true. 
Oh that with me,the humble Plains would pleaſe 
The quiet Fields, and lowly Cottages ! 
Oh that with me you'd live, and hunt the Hare, 
Or drive the Kids, or ſpread the fowling ſnare ! 
Then you & 1 would fling like Paz in ſhadyGroves ; 
*: I Pantaught us Pipes, and Pa our Art approves : 
> {Pan both the Sheep, and harmleſsShepnerd loves 
e INor muſt you think the Pipe too mean for you, 
» Jcfolearn to pipe, what won't Amyat as do * 
[have a Pipe, well ſeaſond, brown, and tryd ; 
Which good Damctas left me when he dy'd: 
de faid, here, take it for a Legacy, 
Thou art my Second, it belongs to thee, 
G. File faid, and dull Amyntas envy'd me : 
> Fclides, I found two wanton Kids at Play 
'; Jf yonder Vale, and thoſe I brought away, 
Nor mY B 2 Young 
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Young ſportive creatures, and of ſpotted hue, 


Which ſuckle twice a day, I keep for you : 
Theſe Theſtylis hath begg'd, and begg'd in vain, 
But now they're hers, ſince you my gifts diſdain: 


Come, lovely Boy, the Nymphs their Baskets fill, 
With Poppy, Violet, and Daffadil, 


The Roſe, and thouſand other fragrant flowers, 


To pleaſe thy Senſes in thy ſofteſt hours ; 


Theſe Ns gathers to delight my Boy, 


Come dear Alexis, be no longer coy. 


Ple ſeek for Cheſnuts too in every Grove, 


| 
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Such as my Amr;/is usd to love. 


The gloſfie Plums, and juicy Pears Ile bring, 


Delightful All, and many a pretty thing : 


The Lawrel-and the neighbouring Myrtle Tree, ){* 


Confus'dly planted *cauſe they both agree L 


(thee, 
And prove more {weet, {hall ſend their boughs to 


0 
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Ah Corydoa } Thou art a fooliſh Swain, 
And coy Alexis, doth thy Gifts diſdain ; 
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Or if Gifts could prevail, if Gifts could woe, 


las can rprefent him more than you. 

What doth the Madman mean ? He idlely brings 
Storms on his Flowers, and Boars into his Springs. 
Ah! whom doſt thou avoid ? whom f'y ? the Geds 
And charming Paris too, have liv'd in Woods : 
Let Pallas, ſhe, whoſe Art firſt rais'd a Town, 
Live there, let us delight in VVoods alone - 

The Boar, the VVoltf, the VVolfthe Kid purſues, 
The Kid her Thyme, as faſt as to'ther do's, 

Alexis, Corydon, and him alone, 

Each hath his Game, and each purſues his own : 
Look how the weary dOx bricgs home the Plow, 
The Sun declines, and Shades are doubled now : 
And'yet my Paſſion nor my Cares remove, 

Love burns me ſtill, what flame ſo fierce as Love ! 
Ah Corydoz | what fury's this of thine / 

0n yonder Elm,there hangs thy half prun'd Vine : 
Come, rather mind thy uſeful work, prepare 

Thy harveſt Baskets, and make thoſe thy care, 
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Come, mind thy Plow, and thou ſhalt quickly find 


Another, if Alexis proves unkind. 


THE 
Third Eclogue. 


Or P ALEMON. 
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Menalcas azd Dametas upbraid exch other with their 
faults ; by and by they challenge one another, ana 
pipe for aWager ; Palemon coming that way by 
chance, ts choſen TJudre; he hears them pipe, but 
cannot determine the Comtroverſ ie. 


MENALCAS. | 
E LL me Dametas, tell whoſe Sheep theſe I 


s, 
: DAMET AS. (are! 


E701's, for Egon gave 'em to my care. 


MENAL- 
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| ME ENALCAS. 
VVhilſt he Veer: courts, but courts in vain, 
And fears that I ſhall prove the haypier Swain. 
Poor Sheep ! whilſt he his hopelcſs Love purſues, 


1 Here twice an hour, his Servant milks his Ews : 


Tie Flock is drain'd;the Lambkins ſwigg the Tear, 


| But find no moiſture, and then idly blear. 


DAMET AS. 
No more of that, Mexalcas, I could tell, 
And you know what, for I remember well ; 
I know when, where, and what the Fool deſ:g: 
And what had hapned,but the Nymphs were kind. 
MENALCAS. (Clown, 
Twas then perhaps, when fome oblery'd the 
Spoil Myco's Vines, and cut his Olives down. 
DAMET AS. 
Or rather when, where thoſe old Beeches grow, 
You broke young Daphzi's Arrows and his Bow, 
You ſaw them given to the lovely Boy, 
Il-natur'd you, and envy*d at his joy , 
B 4 


(22) 
But hopes of {weet revenge thy Life ſupply'd, 


And hadſt thou not done miſchief thou hadlt dy'd: I. 
MENALCAS. | 

V'Vhat will not Maſter Shepherds dare to do, 

VVhen their baſe ſlaves pretend ſo much as you? Þ ; 

Did not I lee, not I, you pilfering Sot, 

VVhen you lay cloſe,and ſnapt rich Damoz's Goat? | 

His Spoch-Dog barkt, Icry'd, the Robber, ſee, 


| 
Guard wejl your Flock, you skulkt behind a Tree. Þ : 
| 


DAMETAS. 
I tell Thee Shepherd *rwas before my own, 
VVe two pipd for him, and I fauly won : 
This he would own, and gave me caule to boaſt, 
Tho? he reius'd to pay the Goat he loſt. 
MENALCAS. 
You pipe with him ! thou never had(t a Pipe, 
\Well joyn'd with wax, and fitted to the Lip, 
ut nnder hedges to the long ear'd rout, 


Wert wont,cull Fool,to toot a ſchreeching Note: 


DAME- 


(33) 
DAMETAS. 
And ſhall we have a Tryal of our skill ? 


Ple lay this Heifer, *rw1ill be worth your while, 


Two Calves ſhe ſnckles, and yet twice a day 
| She fills two Pails ; Now ſpeak,what dare you lay? 
MENALCAS. 

I cannot ſtake down any of my Flock, 

My Fold is little, and but {mall my Stock : 

Beſides, my Father's covetoully croſs, 

My Stepdame curit, and they will find the lols : 

For both {trict eyes o're all my aCtions keep, 
One counts my Kids , and both twice count my 

| (Sheep: 

But yet Tle lay what you muſt grant as good, 

(Since you will loſe) two Cups of beechen wood, 

Alcimedou made them, *tis a work divine, 

And round the brim ripe Grapes and Ivy twine ; 

So curiouſly he hits the varions ſhapes, 

And with pale Ivy cloaths the bluſhing Grapes ; 


A (24) 
It doth my eyes, and all my friends delight, 


—— — — — 


I'm ſure your mouth muſt water at the fight : 

VVithin two figures neatly carv'd appear, 

Conon,and He, who was't'? that made the Sphear, 

And ſhow the various Seafons of the year 

What time to ſheer our Sheep, what time to plow, 

"Twas never us'd, Tkept it clean till now. 
DAMETAS. | 

Alcimedon too made me two beechen Pots, 

And round the handles wrought ſmooth Ivy-knots; 

' Orphers within, and following wood, around 

With bended Tops, feem liſtning to the ſound. | 

I never us'd them, never brought them forth ; 

But to my Hetter, theſe are little worth. 4 
MENALCAS: 

Ile Day thee off, Pme ready, come, let's try, 

And he ſhall be our Judge, that next comes by; || 

See, "tis Palemon ; come, Fle ne'r give ore, 


Till thou ſhalt never dare to challenge more. 


DAME- 


( 25) 
DA4MET AS. 


Begin, Ile not refuſe the skilfulft Swain, 


I ſcorn to turn my back for any man; 
I know my ſelf ; but pray judigious Friend, 
(Tis no {mall matter) carefully attend. 
PALEMON. 
Since we have chofen a convenient place, 
Since Woods are cloath*d with Leaves, the Fields 
(with Graſs; 
The Trees with Fruit,the Year ſeems fine and gay, 
Dametas firſt, then next Mepalcas play, 
By turns, for Verſe the Muſes love by turns. 
DAMETAS. 
My Muſe begin with TJove, all's full of Jove, 
The God loves me, and doth my Verſes love. 
MENALCAS. 
And Phebus mine : on Phebus Tle beſtow, 
The bluſhing Hyacinth, and Lawrel bough. 


DAME. 


_ 


( 26 ) 
DAMETAS. 


Sly Galateg drives me o're the Green, 


And Apples throws, then hides, yet would be ſeen, 
M E NALCAS. 
But my Amyntas doth his Paſſion tell, 


Our Dogs ſcarce know my Delia half ſo well. 
DAMETAS. 
Ple have a Gift for Ph:{i;s ere be long, 


I know where Stock-doves build, Ple take their 
MENALCAS. (young, 


I pluckt my Boy fine Pears, I ſent him ten, 


'T was all I had, but ſoon Tle ſend again. 
DAMETAS. | 
(Love! 
What things my Nymph did ſpeak ; what tales of 
Winds bear their Muſick to the Gods above. 
MENALCAS. 


VVhat boot's it Boy, you not contemn my flame 
Since whilſt I hold the Net, you hunt the Game. 


DAME. 


SE 
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DAMETAS. 
My Birth-day'comes, ſend Phillis quickly home, 


But at my Shearing time, /-/as come. 
MENALCAS. 

| And I love Phillis, for her Charms excel, 

She ſigh'd, farewel, dear Youth, a long farewel. 
DAMETAS. (blown, 

VVolves ruin Flocks, VVind Trees, when newly 

Storms Corn, and me my Amaryll:'s Frown. 
MENALCAS. 

Dew {wells the Corn, Kids browze the tender 


The Goats love fallow ; fair 4Amyntas me. (Tree, 


DAMET AS. 
Mine Pollio loves, though tis a ruſtick Song, 
Muſe feed a Steer, for him that reads thee long. 
MENALCAS. 
Nay Poll;o writes, and at the King's command, 
Muſe feed the Bulls that puſh, and ſpura the ſand. 


DAME.- 


C28) 
DAMETAS. 


Let Pollio have what ere thy wiſh'provokes, 


Myrrh trom his Thorns, and Honey from his Oaks. 
MENALCAS. 


He that loves Bavixs Songs, may fancy thine, 


The ſame may coupleWolves, and ſhear his Swine, 
DAMETAS. 


Ye Boys that pluck the Beauties of the Spring, 


Fly, fly, a Snake lies hid, and ſhoots a Sting. 
MENALCAS. / 


Beware the Stream, drive not the Sheep too nigh, 


The Bank may fail, the Rain 1s hardly dry. 1 
DAMET AS. J / 


Kids from the River drive, and fling your Hook ; 


Anon Vle waſh them in the ſhallow Brook. [ 
MENALCAS. F 

Drive to the Shades,when Milk is drain'd by heat; IR 
In vain the Milk maid ftroaks an empty Teat. A 
Bl 


DAME: 


(29) 
DAMETAS. 

How lean my Bull is in my fruitful Field ! 

Love has the Herd,and Love the Herdiman killd. 
MENALCAS. 


Sure theſe feel none of Loves devouring flames, 


J 
Meer skin and bone, 8 yet they draintheir Dams c 


Ah me ! whatSorcerefs has bewitchd myLambs! 
DAMETAS. 
Tell me where Heaven is juſt three inches broad, 
And Fle believe Thee Prophet, or a God : 
MEN ALCAS. 
Tell me where Names of Kings in rifing flowers 
| Are writ, and grow, and Phy/lis ſhall be yours. 
- PALEMON. 
[ cannot judge which Youth does moſt excel, 
For you deſcrve the Steer, and he as well. 
- {Reſt equal happy both ; and all that prove 
A bitter, or elſe fear a pleaſing Love: 
But my work calls, let's break the Meeting off, 
Boys ſhut your ſtreams, the Fields have drunk 
cnough. Eclogue 
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Fourth Eclogue. 


POLL HTO; 
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Engliſhed by Mr. DRY DEN. 
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The Poet celebrates the Birth-day of Saloninus, the 
Soz of Pollio, born in the Conſulſhip of his Fa- 
ther, after the taking of Salonz, a City in Dal- 
matia. Many of the Verſes are tranſlated from 
one of the Sybils, who propheſie of our Saviour's 


Birth. 

C\[{cilian Muſe begin a loftier ſtrain ! (the Plain, 
Sg Though lowly Shrubs and Trees that ſhade 
Delight not all, if thither I repair, 

My Song {hall make 'em worth a Conſul's care. 
The laſt great Age foretold by ſacred Rhymes, 
Renews its finiſh'd Courle, Saturnian times 


Rowl 


vl 
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Rowl round again, and mighty years, begun 


From their firſt Orb, in radiant Circles run. 
The baſe degenerate Iron-off-ipring ends ; 


TA golden Progeny from Heav?n deſcends ; 


0 chaſt Lycins ſpeed the Mothers pains, 
And haſte the glorious Birth; thy own Apollo 
(reigns ! 
The lovely Boy, with his anſpicious Face, 
Shall Pollic's Conſulſhip and Triumph grace ; 
Majeſtick Months fet out with him to their 
(appointed Race. 
The Father baniſh'd Virtue ſhall reſtore, (more. 
And Crimes ſhall threat the guilty world no 
The Son ſhall lead the life of Gods, and be (lee. 


By Gods and Heroes ſeen, and Gods and Heroes 
The jarring Nations he in peace ſhall bind, 
And with paternal Virtues rule mankind. 
Unbidden Earth ſhall wreathing Ivy bring, 
And fragrant Herbs (the promiles of Spring) s 
As her firſt Of rings to her Infant King. 

C "a 
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— 


The Goats with ſtrutting Dug2s ſhall homeward 


(Ipeed, 

And lowing Herds, ſecure from; Lyons feed. 
His Cradle ſhall with riting flow'rs be crown ; 
The Serpents Brood ſhall die : the ſacred ground 
Shall Weeds and poisnous Plants refuſe to bear, 
Each common Buſh ſhall $3r/az Roſes wear. 
But when Heroick Verſe his Youth ſhall raiſe, 
And form 1t to Hereditary Praile ; 
Unlabour'd Harveſts ſhall the Fields adorn, 
And cluſter'd Grapes ſhall bluſh on every Thorn, 
The knotted Oaks ſhall ſhow's of Honey weep, 
And through the matted Graſs the liquid Gold 

| ({hall creep. 
Yet, of old Fraud ſome footſteps ſhall remain, 
The Merchant ſtill ſhall plongh the deep for gain: 
Great Cities ſhall with Walls be compaſs'd round; 
And ſharpen'dShares ſhall vex the fruitful ground, 


Another Typhis ſhall new Seas explore, 
Another Argos on th? Iberian Shore 


Shall 


11 


3) 
Shall land the choſen Chiefs: 
Another Helez other Wars create, (Fate + 


And great Achilles ſhall be ſent to urge the Trojan 
But when to ripen'd Man-hood he ſhall grow, 
The greedy Sailer {hall the Seas forego 3 

No Keel ſhall cut the Waves for foreign Ware ; 
For every Soil ſhall every Produ@t bear. 


NoPlow ſhall hurt theGlebe,noPruning-hook the 
Nor wooll ſhall-in diſſembled colours ſhine. 


But the luxurious Father of the Fold, 


The labouringHind hisOxen ſhall disjoyn,(Vine : 


With native Purple, or unborrow'd Gold, 
Beneath his pompous Fleece ſhall proudly ſweat : 
And under Tyrian Robes the Lamb ſhall bleat. 
The Fates, when they this happy Web have ſpun, 
Shall bleſs the facred Clue,and bid it ſmoothly run. 
Mature in years, to awful Honours move, 

0 of Calleſtial Stem ! O foſter Son of Jove ! 

See, labouring! Nature calls thee to ſuſtain 

The riodding frame of Heav'n,and Earth,and Main; 
; C 2 See 
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Os E_ 


See to their Baſe reſtor'd, Earth, Seas, and Air, 
And joyful Ages from behind, ſtand crowding to 


(appear. 
Toſing thy Praiſe, wou'dHeav'n.my breath prolong 


Infuſing Spirits worthy ſuch a Song ; 
Not Thracian Orpheus ſhould tranſcend my Layes, 
Nor Lizss crown'd with never-fading Bayes: 
Though each his Heav'nly Parent ſhou'd inſpire; 
The Muſic inftrud& the Voice, and Phzbx tune the 
(Lyre. 
Shou'd Paz contend with me, & thou my Theme, 
Arcadjan Judges ſhould their God condemn. 
Begin, auſpicious Boy,to caſt about (fingle out; 
Thy Infant Eyes, and with a ſmile, thy Mather 
Thy Mother well deſerves that ſhort delight, 
The nauſeous Qualms of ten long Months and 
| _ (Travail to requite, 
Then ſmile; the frowning Infants Doom is read, 
No God ſhall crown the Board, nor Goddeſs blels 
(the Bed. 
THE 
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Fifth Ectogue. 


DAPHNIS. 


— — r———__—_ 


wo" 


- ” m_ -— — — - _——_— 


Engoliſhed by Mr. DUKE. 
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JMENALC AS, MOPSUS. 


MENALCAS. 


Why ſit we not beneath this ſecret Shade, 


I—p——_——_—_— — —Oo— NZ OC  ——— ————_ 


Opſas, fince chance Joes us together bring, 


..And you ſo well can pipe, andI can ling, 


By Elms and Hazels mingling Branches made ? 

; MOPSUS. 

$ Your Age commands Reſpect, andI obey, 
Whether you in this lonely Cople will ſtay, 

| C 3 Vhers 


(36) 
Where weſternWinds the bending Branches ſhake 
And in their play the Shades uncertain make ; 


Or whether to that ſilent Cave you go, 
The better choice ! ſee how the wild Vines grow, 
Luxuriant round, and ſee how wide they ſpread, 
And in the Cave their purple cluſters ſhed ! 
MENALCAS. | 
Amintas only dares contend with you. 
M0 PSUS. 
Why not as well contend with Phebus too ? 
MENALCAS. 


Begin, begin, whether the mournful flame 


Of dying P///lis, whether Alcons fame, 

Or Codrs's Brawls thy willing Muſe provoke ; 

Begin, young Tzyrus will tend the Flock. 
MOPSUS. 

Yes, ll begin, and the ſad Song repeat, 

That on the Beech's Bark I lately writ, 

£.,d ft to ſweetelt Notes ; yes, Ill begin, 

And «fer that, bid you 4m/zts ling, 


MENAL: 


( 37 ) 


MENALCAS. 

As much as the moſt humble Shrub that grows, 
Yields to the beautious Bluſhes of the Roſe, 
Or bending Ofiers to the Olive-Tree; 
So much, I judge, Amintas yields to thee. 

M OPSUS. 
Shepherd, to this Diſcourſe, here put an end, 
This is the Cave, fit and my Verle attend. 

MOPSUS. 
When the {ad fate of Daphnis reach'd their Ears, 
The pitying Nymphs diſfolv'd in pious tears. 
Witneſs,you Hazels, for you heard their Cries ; 
Witneſs, you Floods, ſwoln with their weeping 
The mournful Mother (on his body caſt) (Eyes. 
The {ad remains of her cold Son embrac'd, 
And of th? unequal Tyranny they us'd, 
The cruel Gods and cruel Stars accus'd. 
Then did no Swain mind how his Flock did thrive, 
Nor thirſty Herds to the cool River drive ; 


C 4 


| (35). 
The generous Horſe turnd from freſh Streams his 
And on the {weeteſt Graſs refus'd to feed. (head, 


Daphnis, thy death, even fierceſt Lions mourn'd, 


And Hills & Woods their cries and groans return'd, 
Daphais Armenian Tygers ferceneſs broke, 

And brought 'em willing to the Sacretl Yoke ; 
Daphais to Bacchus Worſhip did ordain 

The Revels of his conſecrated Train ; 

The Recliog Prieſts with Vines and Ivy crown'd, 


And their long Spears with cluſtered branches 
| bound, 


As Vines the Elm, as Grapes the Vine adorn, 
As Bulls the Herd, as Fields the ripen'd Corn ; 
Such Grace, ſuch Ornament wert thou to all 
That glor1d to be thine : ſince thy fad Fall, 
No more Ap-{o his glad preſence yields, 

And Palcs ſel? forſakes her hated Fields, 

Ofc where the fineſt Barley we did ſow, 


Parren Wild-Oates, and hurtful Darnel grow 3 


And 


Ty ; 
And where ſoft Violets did the Vales adorn, | 
| | The ThiMle riſes and the prickly Thorn. 


, | Come Shepherds ſtrow with Flow'rs the hallow'd 
(ground, 


The ſacredFountains with thickBoughs ſurround ; 


Daphnis theſe Rites requires-: to Daphn?'s praiſe 
Shepherds a Tomb with this Inſcription raiſe, SJ 
Here fam'd from Earth to Heaven T Daphais bye ; 
Fair was the Flock I fed, but much more fair was I. 
MENALCAS. E 
Such, divine Poet, to my raviſh'd Ears 
Are the ſweet numbers of thy mouroful Verſe ; 
As to tir'd Swains ſoft ſlumbers on the Graſs, 
As freſheſt Springs that through green Meadows 
(pals 
Toone that's parch'd with thirſt & ſummers heat, 
In thee thy Maſter does his equal-meet : 
Whether your Voice you try, or tune your Reed 
Bleft Swain, 'tis you alone can him ſucceed ! 


Yet 


( 40 ) 


Yet, as I can, I in return will ſing : 


I too thy Dazhnis to the Stars will bring, 


I too thy Daphris to the Stars, with you, 
Will raiſe ; for Daphnis lov'd Mezalcas too. 
MOPSUS. 


Is there a thing that I could more deſire ? 


For neither can there be a ſubjeCt higher, 


Nor, if the praiſe of Stintichop be true, 


Can it be better ſung than is by you ? 
MENALCAS. 


Daphnis now wondring at the glorious ſhow, 
| 


Through Heavens bright Pavement does trium.- 

(phant go, ? 
And ſees the moving Clouds, andthe fixt ſtars | 
| | (below:, 


Therefore new joys make glad the Woods, the 
| (Plains, 
Pan and the Dryades, and the chearful Swains. 


The Wolf no Ambuſh tor the Flock does lay, 


No cheating Nets the harmleſs Deer betray, 


Daphzis a general Peace commands, and nature 
(does obey. 


Hark ! 


(41) 


Hark ! the glad Mountains raiſe to Heaverr their 
| (Voice?! 
Hark! the hard Rocks in myſtick tunes rejoyce j 


—_——— — 


Hark! through the Thickets wondrous Songs 
(reſound. 
AGod! ! A God ! Mexalcas, heis Crownd ! - 


O be propitious ! O be good to thine ! 

See | here four hallow'd Altars we deſign, 

To Daphnis two, to Phebus two we raiſe, 

To pay the yearly Tribute of our Praiſe : 
Sacred to Thee they each returning year 

Two bowls of Milk and two of Oyl ſhall bear : 
Feaſts Til ordain, and to thy deathleſs praiſe 
Thy Voraries exalted thoughts to raiſe, 

Rich Chiaz Wines ſhall in full Goblets flow, 
And give a taſte of Near here below. 
Dam:tas ſhall with Liftian gon joyn, 

To celebrate with Songs the Rites divine. 
Alpheſibeuswith a reeling Gate, 

Shall the wild Satyr's dancing imutate. 


| E (42 3 : | 
Whento the Nymphs weVows andOfferings pay, 
When we with ſolemn Rites our Fields ſurvey, 
Theſe Honours ever ſhall be Thine ; The Bore 
Shall in.the Fields and Hills delight no more ; 
No more in Streams the Fiſh, in Flow*rs the Bee, 


E're Daphnis we forget our ſongs to Thee : 
OfF”rings to thee the Shepherds every year, 
Shall as to Bacchys and to Ceres bear. 

To Thee as'to thoſe Gods ſhall Vows be made, 


And Vengeance wait on thoſe, by whom they are 


(not paid. 
MOPSUS. 


What Preſent worth thy Verſe,can Mopſis find ? 


Not the ſoft whiſpers of the Southern Wind 
So mnch delight my Ear,or charm my Mind ; 


Not ſounding ſhores beat by the murmuring tide, 


Nor Rivers that through ſtony Valleys glide. 
MENALCAS. 
Firſt you this Pipe ſhall take : and tis the ſame 


That play'd poor Corydons unhappy Flame : Ec/.2. 


ri9 The 


CF 
The ſame that taught meMe/beus*s Sheep. Ecl.3. 
MOPSUS. 


You then ſhall for my ſake this Sheephook keep, 
Adorn'd with Braſs, which I have oft deni'd 
To young Artizeres in his Beauties pride. 


And who wou'd think he then in vain could ſfne? 
Yet him I could deny, and freely give it you. 
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Engliſhedby the Earl of ROSCOMON. 


Ir — _— —- ww ——- - _- 


My Aim being cnly to have Virgil underſtood by ſuch 
who do not underſtand Latine, and cannot (proba- 
bly) be acquainted with ſome Names and Paſſhees of 
this 37 I have direfted them by Figures to 

C 


the Poſt | 


ript, where they will find the beſt account 
that I can give, of all that is out of the common 
: Road. 


Firſt of Romans ſtoop'd to Rural ſtrains , 
I Nor bluſh'd to dwell among Sicilian Swains, 
When my Thalia rais'd her bolder Voice, 
And Kings and Battels were her lofty Choice, 
Phebas did kindly humbler thoughts infule, 
And with this Whiſper check th? aſpiring Vs | 


( 45) 


A Shepherd (Ti#yrss) his Flocks ſhould feed, 
And chuſe a Subject ſuited to his Reed: 
Thus I (while each ambitious Pen prepares 


To write thy Praiſes Varus, and thy Wars) 
My PaſPral Tribute in low Numbers pay, 
And though I once preſum'd, I only now obey. 


But yet (if any with indulgent Eyes 
Can look on this, and ſuch a Trifle prize) 
Thee only, Yarzs, our glad Swains ſhall ſing, 
;. | Andevery Grove and every Eccho ring. { 
of | Phebus delights in Varus Favrite Name, 
J And none who under that proteQtion came, ; 


' Tx7 


VYas ever 11] receiv'd, or unſecure of Fame. 


| Proceed my Mule. 

4 Young Chromis and Mnaſylus, chancd to ſtray, 
Where ({leeping in a Cave) Slenvs lay, 

Whoſe conſtant Cups fly fuming to his Brain, 
And always boyl in each extended vein ; 

His 


= (6) 
His trafty Flaggon, full of potent Juice, 


Cm——— 


Was hanging by, worn thin with Age and Uſe ; 


Drop'd from his head,a Wreath lay on the ground; 
In haſte they feiz'd him,and in haſte they bound - 
Eager, for both had been deluded long 

Wrth fruitleſs hope of his InſtruQtive Song : 

But while with conſcious fear they doubtful ſtood, 
Eg le, the faireſt Nais of the Flood, 

With a Vermilion- dye his Temples ſain'd. 
Waking, he ſmild, and muſt I then be chain'd ? 
Looſe me, he cry*d ; *rwas boldly done, to find 
And view a God, but *tis too bold to bind. 

The promis'd Verſe no longer Ill delay, 

(She ſhall be ſaxisfi'4 another way.) 


The knotty Oaks their liſtning branches bow'd, 


With that, he rais'd his tuneful voice aloud, | 
And Savage Beaſts, and Sylvan Gods did crowd; 


"fot 


of 
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For lo ! he ſung the Worlds ſtupendious Birth, 
How ſcatter'd ſeeds of Sea,and Air, and Earth, 
And purer Fire, through univerſal night, 


— 


4 


And empty ſpace did fruitfully unite, 
From whence th' innumerable race of things, 
By circular ſucceſſive Order ſprings. 


By what degrees this Earths compacted Sphere 
Was hardned, Woods & Rocks and Towns to bear; 
How finking Waters (the firm Land to drain) 
Fill'd the capacious Deep, and form'd the Mamn, 
VVhile from above adorn'd with radiant light, 

A new born Sun ſurpriz'd the dazled fight ; * 

How Vapors turn'd to Clouds obſcure the Sky, 

And Ctouds diſſolv'd the thirſty ground ſupply 5 

How the firſt Foreſt rais'd its ſhady head, 

Till when, few wandring Beafts on unknowre 
(Mountains fed. 

Then Pyrrh4's ſtony Race roſe from the Ground, 
Old Saturn reign'd with Golden plenty crown'd, 

D Ard 
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And bold Prometheus (whoſe untam'd delire 


Rival'd the Sun with his own heavenly fire) 


Now doom'd the Scythian Vultures endleſs Prey, 
Severely pays for animating Clay. (tell ? 
He nam'd the Nymph (for who but Gods could 
Into whoſe Arms the lovely Hyl.s fell; 

Alcides wept in vain for Hy/zs loſt, 


Hylz 1n vain reſounds through all the Coaſt. 


He with compaſſion told Paſiphae's fault, 


Ah ! wretched Queen ! whence came that guiity 
(thought ? 


The Maids of Argos, who with frantick Cries 
And imitated Lowings fill'd the Skies, 

(Though metamorphos'd in their wild Conceit) 
Did never burn with ſuch unnatural heat. (ray, 
Ah ! wretched Queen ! while you on Mountains 
He on ſoft Flowers his ſnowy fide does lay ; 

Or ſeeks in Herds a more proportion'd Love : 
Surtzound myNymphs,{he crys, ſurround theGrove; 


Perhaps 


JJ 
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Perhaps ſome footſteps printed in the Clay, 
Will to my Love direct our wandring way ; 
Perhaps,while thus 1a ſearch of him I rome, 
My happier Rivals bave intic'd him home. 


He ſung how Atalanta was betray*d 
By thoſe He/perian Baits her Lover laid, 
And the fad Siſters who to Trees were turnid, 
While with the World th®ambitiousBrorher burn'd 
All he deſcribd was preſent to their eyes, 
And as he rais'd his Verſe, thePoplars ſeem toriſe, 


He taught which Muſe did by Apolo's will 
Guide wandring Gallus to th® Aoxian Hill : 
(Which place the God for ſolemn Meetings choſe) 
With deep reſpeCt the learned Senate roſe, 

And Lins thus (deputed by the reſt) 
The Hero's welcome, and their thanks expreſs'd: 
This Harp of old to Heſiod did belong, 
Tothis,;the Muſes Gift,joyn thy harmonious Song; 
D 2 Charm'd . 
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Charm'd by theſe ſtrings Trees ſtarting from the 
(Ground, 


Have follow'd with delight the powerful found, 


PR WA 


Thus conſecrated thy Grynean Grove 
Shall have no equal in Apollo's Love. 


Why ſhould I ſpeak of the Megarian Maid, 
For Love perfidious, and by Love betray'd * 
And her,who round with barking Monſters arm'd, 
The wandring Greeks (ah frighted men) alarm'd ; 
Whoſe only hope on ſhatter*d ſhips depends, 


While herceSea-dogs devour the mangled friends. 


Or tell the 7 hracian Tyrants alter'd ſhape, 
And dire revenge of Philomela's Rape, 
Who to thoſe Woods direQs her mournſul courſe, 
Where {he had ſuffer'd by inceftuous force, 


Whule loth to leave the Palace to well known, 


Progne flies, hovering round, and thinks it ill her 
| | (OWN. . 


W har- 
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Whatever near Enrotas's happy ſtream 
With Laurels crown*d had been Apollo's Theam, 
Silenus ſings ; the neighbouring Rocks reply, 
And fend his Myſtick numbers through the sky, 
Till night began to ſpread her gloomy veil, 
And call'd the counted Sheep from every Dale ; 
The weaker Light unwillingly declin'd, 


And to prevailing ſhades the murmuring world 
(relignd. 
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FOSET.SCRIPT. 


\Tcilian——Virgil in his Eclogue, imitates Theocritus 
a Sicilian Poet, 


» Thalia The name of the Rural Muſe. 


3. Varus A great Favourite of Auguſtus, the ſame that 
was kilPd in Germany, and lolt the Roman Legions. 


4. Chromis and Mnaſylus — Some Interpreters think 

| theſe were young Satyrs, others will have them Shep- 
herds : I rather take them for Satyrs, bccauſe of their 
names, which are never uſed tor Shcpherds, or any 
where (that I remember) but here. 


5. They bound ———— Proteus, Pan, and Silenss would 
never tell what was dctircd, till they were bound. | 


6. Nais — The Latin word for a water-Nymph. 
7. Vermilion Dye ——  - The Colour that Pan and Si- 
lenus lov'd belt- 


8, Rival'd the Sun — Minerva delighted with the 
Art and Induliry of Prometheus (who had made an 1- 
mage of Clay ſo perfect, that it wanted nothing but ] 
Life,) carried Him up to Heaven, where he lighted a 
Wand at the Chariot of the Sun, with which tire he 
animated his Image. Ov. 2. M. 


9. Hylasr————F:vorite of Hercules, who was drown'd 
in a Well, which made the Pocts ſay that a Nymph had 
| ſtole 
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ſtole him away : I uſe the word reſorunds (in the Pre- 
ſcnt Tenſe) becauſe Strabo (who lived at the fanc time 
as Viryvil) (ecms to intimate, that the Prufians continued 
then their annual Rites to his Memory, repcating his 
name with loud cries. 


10. The Maids of Argos Daughters of Pretrs, 
King of Argos, who preſumed {o much upon thetr Beau- 
ty, that they preterr'd it to Juno's, who in revenge, 
ſtruck them with ſuch a Madneſs, that they thought 
them(ſclves Cows. They were at laſt cured by Melampo- 
des with Hellcbore, and tor that reaſon, Black Hellebore 1s 
called Mclampodion. 


Il. Galles —an excellent Poet and great Friend of Vir- 
gil. he was afterwaids Pretor of Ayypt, and being ac- 
cuſed of ſome Conſpiracy, or rather called upon for tome 
Moneys, of which he could give no good account, he 
killed himſelf, It is the ſame Gallus you read of in the 
laſt Eclogue : And Szidas Jays, that Virgil means him 
by Ariſteus, in the divine Concluſion of his Georgicks. 


I2, Linus Son of Apollo and Calliope. 


13. The Grynean Grove ——Conſecrated to Apollo ; by 
this he means ſome Poem writ upon that Subject by 
Gallus, 


14. The Megarian Mid ——— Syll; daughter of Niſwus 
King of Megara, who talliog, in Love with Minos, betray- 
ed her Facher and Country to him, but he abhorring . 
her Treaſon, rejected her, 


D 4 
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15. Her who round ———another Sylla, daughter of 
Phorcis, whoſe lower Parts were turned into Dogs by 
Circe; and ſhe, in deſpair, flung her ſelf into the Sea, 


16, Whoje only Hope —TUlyſſes's Ships were not loſt, 
though Scy/lz devoured ſeveral of his Men. 


17, Enrotas a River in Greece, whoſe Banks 
were ſhaded with Laurels 3 Apollo retired thither to 
lament the Death of his dear Hyac inthus whom he had 
accidentally killed, 


4 
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THE 


Seventh F.clogue. 


———— —— — —__ @P———— 


Englſied y Mi. A ADAMS. 


hi —_— IS 


_—_— 
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This Eclozue is wholly P Paſt or, and conſiſts of the 
Contention of two 9h: 'DRere 1s, Thyrlis and Co- 
ridon, to the hearing of N hich, Melibzus was :#- 
vited b Daphnis, ad thus relates it. 


MELIB AUS. 
Hile Daphnis fate beneath a whiſp*ring 
(ihade, 


Thyrſis and Coridon together fed 


 (wooll 
, Their mingling Flocks ; his Sheep with ſofteſt 


Where cloath'd his Goats of ſweeteſt Milk were 
(full 

Both in the beauteous ſpring of blooming Youth, 

The worthy Pride of bleſt Arc adie both ; 

D « Gacly 
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Each with like Art, his tuneful voice cou'd raiſe, 


——.. 


Each anſwer readily in rural Lays ; 
Hither the father of my Flock had ſtray'd, 
While Shelters I for my young Myrtles made ; 


Here I fair Daphnis ſaw ; when me he ſpy'd, 


Come hither quickly, gentle Youth ! he cryd. 
Your Goat and Kids are ſafe, O ſeek not thoſe, 


But if you've leiſure in this Shade repoſe : 

Hither to water, the full Heifers tend, {cend, 
When lengtWning Shadows from the Hills de- 
Mincirs with reeds here interweaves his bounds) 
And fromthat ſacred Oak, a bulie {warmreſounds. 
What ſhould I do? nor was A/cippe there, | 
Nor Phillis, who might of my Lambs take care ; 
Yet to my bulineſs, I their ſports preler, 
For the two Swains with great Ambition ſtrove, , 


Who beſt could tune his Reed, or beſt could ſing 
(his Love; 


Al- 


le 


= 
#4 
I 


1] As does from Codrns, my lovd Coarus flow, 


| Leſt his ill Tongue your future Poet harm 
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Alternate Verſe their ready Muſes choſe ; 

In Verſe alternate each quick fancy flows ; 

Theſe ſang young Coridoz, young Thyrſis thoſe. 
CORTDON. 

Ye much lov'd Muſes ! ſuch a Verſe beſtow, 


et 


Or if all can't obtain the Guitt divine, 

My Pipe Ple conſecrate on yonder Pine. 
THITRSTIS. 

Y* Arcadian Swains with Ivy Wreaths adorn 


Your Youth, that Codrws may with ſpite be torn ; 


Or, ifhe praiſe too mnch, apply ſome charm, 


CORIDONMN. 
Theſe branches of a Stag, this Wild-Boars heag, 
By little Mycoz's, on thy Altar laid, 
If this contiuue Dela / thou ſhalt ſtand 
Of ſmootheſt Marble by the sKkilfuPſt hand. 


{1 HTR- 
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THTRSTS. 
This Milk, theſe Cakes, Priapzs cvery year 


Expect, a little Garden 1s thy care, 

Thou'rt Marble now, but if more land I hold, 

It my Flock thrive, thou ſhalt be made of Gold. 
CORIDONMN. 

O Galatea! ſweet as Hyblas Thyme (Prime. | 

White as, more White, then Swans are 1n their 

Come, when the Herds ſhall to their Stalls repair, 

O come, it erc thy Coridoz”s thy care. 
THYTYRSTS. 

O inay I harth as bittereſt herbs appear 

Rough as wild Myrtles, vile as Sca-Weeds arc ; 

If years ſeem ilonger then this tedious day, 

Haſt home my Glutton Herd, haſt haſt away, 
CORIDONMN. 

Ye Moſie ſprings ! ye Paſtures ! ſofter far 

Then thoughtleſs hours of {weetett ſlumbers are, 

Ye Shudes ! protect my Flock,the Heats are near | 

Oa the 2lad Vines the lwellng Duds appear. 
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THTRSTS. 
Here on my hearth a conſtant flame does play, 


And the fat vapour paints the roof cach day, 
Here we as much regard the cold North-wand 

| AsStreams their banks,or Wolves do number mind. 
| CORIDON. 


e- | Look how theTrees rejoyce in comely Pride, 


1r | While their ripe fruit lies {catrer'd on cach ſide ; 
r, | All nature ſmiles, but if A/-xis ſtay 
From our {ad Hills the Rivers weep away, 
THTRKRSTS. 
The dying grals, with fickly air docs fade, 
No field's unparcht, no vines our Hills do ſhade . 
But it my Phi/l;5 come all ſprouts again, 
And bounteous TJove deſcends in kindly rain. 
CORIDOM. 
Bacchus the Vine, the Laurel Phwbws loves, 
Cc, | Fair Veaws cheriſhes the myrtle Groves, (Tree 
r: 4 Phillis the Hazels loves, while Phillis loves that 


Myrtles and Lawrels of leſs fame ſhall be. 
THTR- 


( 60 )) 
THYRSTS. 
The lofty Ash is Glory of the Woods, 
The Pine of Gardens, Poplar of the Floods ; 
If oft thy Swain fair Lyc:idas thou ſee, 


To thee the Aſh ſhall yield, the Pine to thee. 
MELIBAVUS. 


Theſe I remember well 

While vanquiſht Thyrſis did contend in vain, 
Thence Coridon young Coridon does reign 
The beſt the ſweeteſt on our wondring Plain. 
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| Eighth Eclogue. 


| PHARMACEUTRIA 


—— —— 


Engliſhed hy) Mr. S T A F F "O R D. 


1 —— —— ——T————————_———— 


ky Damozx's and Alpheſibeus Muſe 
Ting : to hear whoſe notes the Herds refuſe 


— 


And ſtopping Streams their preſſing waters raiſe, 
I ſing fad Damor's and Alpheſibeus Layes 3 | | 
And Thou (whatever part 1s bleſt with thee, 


Their needful food, the ſalvage Lynxes gaze, 


| The rough Timavus, or Illyrian Sea) 

| Smile on my Verſe : is there in fate an hour ]. 

I To ſwell my numbers with my Emperour * 
There is, and to the world there ſhall be known 


A Verle, that Sophocles might daign to own. 
Amidſt 


(6) 


 Permitmy humble Ivy wreath to twine: ,.,. 
(thine. 


Thine was my earlieſt Muſe, my lateſt ſha]l be 


Amidit the Laurels on thy Front divine | 


Night ſcarce was paſt, the Morn was yet ſo new, 
And well pleas'd Herds yet rowPd upon the dew 3 
When Damoz ſtretch'd beneath an Olive Lay, 
And ſung, rife Lucifer, and bring the Day : 

Riſe, riſe, while N:/a's falſhood I deplore, 

And call thoſe Gods to whom ſhe vainly ſwore, 
To hear my fad expiring Muſe and Me. 


(mony. 
To Menalus my Pipes and Muſe tune all your har- 


; On Menalrs ſtand ever-echoing Groves, 
Still truſted with the harmleſs Shepherds loves: 


Here Paz reſides, who firſt made Reeds and 
| (Verſe agree. 


To Meralus my. Pipes and Mule tune all your 
(harmony. 


Mopſus is Niſas choice; how juſt areLovers fears! 
Now Mares withGriffins joyn,and following years 
| Shall 
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Shall ſee the Hound and Deer drink at a Spring. 
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) worthy Bridegroom light thy Torch, & fling 
hy Nuts,ſee modeſt Heſper quits theSky. mony. 
o Mzenalys my Pipes and Muſe tune all your har- 


O happy Nymph, bleſt in a wondrous choice, 
or Mopſus you contemn'd my Verſe and Voice : 


or him, you laugttd at every Deity. (mony 


or him my Beard was ſhaggy in your eye ; 

ſo Menalus my Pipes and Mule tune all your " 
VVhen firſt I ſawthee young and charming too, 
was in the Fences, where our Apples grew. 


y thirteenth year was downy on my chin,(win; 


ind hardly could my hands the loweſt branches 
ow did I gaze? how did I gazing dye ? 


(ny. 
[0 Mexalys my Pipes & Muſe tune all your _ 


I know thee Love,onMountains thou wert bred, 


ind Thracjan Rocks thy infant fury fed : 
Hard 
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Hard ſouPd, and not of humane Progeny. (mony E 


To Menalus my Pipes and Muſe tune all your har 


Love taught the cruel Mother to imbrue 
Her hands in blood : twas Love her Children flew 
Ba 
VVas ſhe more cruel, or moze :mpious he ? J 


lr 


An 1mpious Child was Love,a cruel Mother ſhe. 


To Mzeznalys my Pipes and Muſe tune all yourſ 
(harmony, } 


' Now let the Lamb and Wolf no more be foes, I 


Let Oaks bear Peaches, and the Pine the Roſe : 
From Reeds and Thiſtles Balm and Amber Spring, 
And Owles and Daws provoke the Swan to ing : 


And foft 4rioz on the Waves dekie ; Charmony.C 


Let Tityrus in woods with Orphens vie, 
To Menalys my Pipes and Muſe tune all * | 


Let all be Chaos now, farewell ye Woods : 
From yon high Cliff, Ile plung into the Floods, 


[? 


() 
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Wl Niſa take this diſmal Legacy ; (harmony. 
Jar 


ow ceaſe my Pipes and Mule, ceaſe all your 


Thus He, Alpheſib.eus fong rehearle : 


2W | 
e ſacred Nine above my rural Verle ; 


ring water, Altars bind with myſtick bands, 


[Burn Gums and Vervain, & lift high the Wands; 


r] pes 
Fell mutter ſacred magick till it warms 


y icie Swain; *tis Verſe we want ; my charms, 
;, Return, return, return my Daphnis tomy arms. 
| (deſcends, 
gf By charms compel'd the trembling Moor 
ind Circe chang'd, by Charms, U/yſſe's friends ; 
y charms the Serpent burſt : ye pow'rful Charms 
\ Þeturn, return, return my Daphnis to my arms. 
41 Behold his Image with three Fillets bound, 
hich thrice I drag the ſacred Altars round. 
Unequal numbers pleaſe the Gods : my Charms 


eturn, return, return my Daphnts to my arms. 


() 


There 
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Three knots of treble colourd {ilk wetye ; 


— 


Haſte 4maryllis, knit e&'m inſtantly : 
And ſay, theſe,enmus,are thy Chains ; my Charms 


Return, return, return my Daphnrs to my arms. 


Juſt as before this fire the Wax and Clay 
One melts, one hardens, let him waſte away. 
StrewCorn andSalt,and burn thoſe leaves of Bay. 
I burn theſeLeaves, but he burns me : my Charms 


Return, return, return my Daphzis to my arms. 


Let Daphnis rage,as when the bellowing Kind 
Mad with deſire, run round the Woods to find 


Their Mates ; when tird, their tremblings limb 
h (they la 
Near ſome cool Stream, nor mind the ſetting day 


Thus let him rage, unpitied too: my Charms, 


Return, return, return my Daphnis to my arms, 


TheſeGarments once were my perfidious Swains 
Which to the Earchicaſt: ah dear remains ! 
Ye owe my Daphris to his Nymph : my Charms 


Return, return, return my Daphnis to my arms. 
Mark 
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Mzrishimſelftheſe Herbs from Pozt«s brought, 


—_— 


and 


Pontwus for every noble Poyſon ſought ; 
| Aided by theſe, he nowa VVolt becomes, 
| Now draws the Buried ſtalking from their tombs, 
TheCorn from field to field tranſports : my Charms 


Return, return, return my Daphnis to my arms. 


Caſt ore your head the aſhes in the Brook, 
Caſt backwark ore your head, nor turn your look. 
I ſtrive, but Gods and Art he flights : my Charms, 


Return, return, return my Daphnis to my arms. 


Behold new flames from the dead aſhes riſe, - 


Bleſt be the Omen, bleſt the Prodigies, 
For Hylax barks, ſhall we believe our eyes? 


Or do we Lovers dream ? ceaſe, ceaſe,my Charms, 


My Daphnis comes, he comes, he flies into my 
11NS (arms. 


The 
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The ſame ECLO GLIE, 
By Mr. CHET WOOD. 


Damon and Alpheus Loves recite, | 
] The Shepherd's envy, and the Fizlds delight : | 
Whomas they ſtrove, the liſtening Heifers ſtood, 
Greedy to hear, forgetful of their Food ; 
They charm'd the rage of hungry Wolves and led [\ 
The wondering Rivers from their wonted Bed. \ 


I Damon and Alphens Loves recite, 1 
The Shepherd's Envy, and the Fields delight. 


And you Great Prince, whoſe Empire unconfind,. JC 
As Earth, and Seas, yet narrower than yourMind, Þ\x 


Whether you with viftorious Troops paſs o're 


Timxv1#s Rocks, or coaſt th? Nhyriax ſhore ; 


Shall I beginning with theſe Rural lays, | j 
Ever my Mule to fuch perfection raiſe, 


As without ra{hneſs to attempt your praiſe ? 


{= SRL 3; . 
And thro” the ſubjeR World. your Decds rehearle; 
Deeds worthy. of the Majeſty of Verſe! 

My firſt Fruits now I to your Altar bring 


You, witha riper Muſe, I laſt will ſing.  _ 
Mean while among your Laurel Wreaths. allow ; 


This Ivy Branch to ſhade your Conquering Brow. 


Scarce had theSun diſpell'd the ſhades of Night, 
a | Whilſt dewy browze the Cattel does invite ; 
When in a mournful poſture, pale, and wan 


The lucklefs Damon thus his plaints began. 


Thou drowſie Star of Morning, come away, 
; ICome and lead forth the ſacred Lamp of day ; 
&, JW hilſt I by N3/s baf'd and betray'd, 
Dying to Heaven accuſe the perjur'd Maid. 
But Prayers are all loſt Breath; the Powers above 
- Give Diſpenſations for falſe Oaths in Love, 
Begin with me, my Flute, begin ſuch {rains, 
As Panour Patron taught th? 4r:2;j4u Swains., 
nd E "Tis 
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'Tis a moſt bleſſed place, that Arcady ! 
And Shepherds bleſs'd, who inthoſe Coverts Iye ! | 
Muſick and Love is all their buſineſs there, 

Pan doth himſelf part in thoſe Conſorts bear : 


a 


The vocal Pines with claſping Arms conſpire, 
To cool the Sun's, and fan their amorous Fire. 
Begin withme my Flute, begin ſuch ſtrains, 


As Paz our Patron taught th' Arcadian Swains. 


Mopſis does Niſa, a cheap conqueſt gain, | 
Preſented, wood, betroth'd to me in vain, | 


W hat hour ſecure, what reſpit to his Mind 


In this falſe World can a poor Lover find ? 
Let Griffins Mares, and Eagles Turtles woo, 
And tender Fawns the ravening Dogs purſue, 
Theſe may indeed ſubject of wonder prove, 
But nothing to this Prodigy of Love. 

Mopſus buy Torches, Hymen you muſt joyn 3 
Peſpeak our Bride-cake, Heſpers all is thine. 


Begin 
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Begin with me my Flute, begin fuch ſtrains, 


As Pan our Patron taught thi Arcadiqn Swains. . 


A worthy Match, and jult reward of Pride, 

| Whilſt you both Damor, and his Pipe deride! 

Too long my Beard, nor {moot} enough my Face: 

And with my Perſon, you my Flocks diſgrace. 

There arc revergine Gods, proud Nymphs, there 

And 1njur'd Love is Heav?ns peculiar care, (are, 
Begin with me my Fiute, begin ſuch ſtrains, 


As Pan our Patron taught th Arcadiar Swains. 


Early I walk'd one Morn with carelefs thought 2 
Your Mother you into our Garden brought @ 
And ruddy wildings round the Hedges ſought 

The faireſt Fruit, and glittering all with Dew, 
( T he Boughs were high,but yet) I reach'd for you : 
I came, I ſaw, | gazd my heart away, (aſtray. 
| Me, and my Flocks,and all my Life that miante lead 
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Begin with me my Flute, begin ſuch ſtrains , 


As Par our Patron taught th Arcadian Swains. 


Now Love know you, for my ſelf, too late : 


Bur Shepherds take ye warning by my Fate. 


Truſtnot his flattering V oice, or ſmiling Face, 
A Cazibal, or born in rocky Thrace, 

Not one of us, nor like the Britifþ Race, 

She Wolves gave Suck tothe pernicious Boy, 
The Shepherds he, they do the F locks deſtroy. 


Begin with me my Flute, begin ſuch ſtrains, 


As Pan our Patron taught th' Arcadian Swains. 


Miſchief is all his Sport ; at his Commands, 

In her Sons Blood Medea bath*d her hands 3 

.A ſad unnatural Mother ſhe, 1s true, 

But Love, that Cruelty ſhe learn'd of zo. 
Begin with me my Flute, begin ſuch ſtrains, 


As Pan our Patron taught th Arcadian Swains, 


Naturs 
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Nature which with this dotage hath begun, 


Now into all extravagance will run : 

The Tamarisk bright Amber ſhall diſtil , 

And the courſe Alder bear ſoit Daffadil. 

Shortly the Screch-Owl, with her boading Throat, 
The Swazs {hall Rival in their dying note, 

$..... and U....... the Bays ſhall claim, 

And equa] Dr........ and Roſ.......'s Fame. 

Begin with me my Flute, begin ſuch ſtrains, 

As Par our Patron taught th' Arcadian Swains, 


May the World fink with me ! farewel ye Groves, 
Haunts of my Youth, and Conſcious of my Loves : 
Down from the Precipice my felt III caſt, 
Accept this preſent Ni/a--- *tis my laſt. 
Then ceaſe myFlute, for ever ceaſe thy ſtrains, 
Bid a fad filence through th' Arcaaian Plains, 
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THE 


Ninch EZ kEclogue, 


When Virgil by the Favour cf Auguſtus had recs- 
ver'd bis Patrimony near Maiitun, and went it 
hope 10 take poſſejſzon, he was a4 daicger 10 be ſlain 
by Arms the Centurion, to whom thoſe Lands 
were aſſron'd by the Emperour in reward of tis 
Service againfs Brutus and Caltius. 1 RIS Ee- 
logue tt erejore FA) fill 4 with complain I's of Lis hard 
Uſfag e; and the perſons introduc'd, are the Bay- 
liff of Vargil, and kis Friend. 


LTICIDA4S, MOERIS. 


LYCIDAS: 


O Moeris! whither oa thy way ſo faſt ? 
This leads to Town. 


MOLE RIS. 
O Ljcidas at laſt 


The time iscome,l never thonght to ſee, 


( Strange revolution for my Farm and mc) 
When |[* 
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ERR 


When the grim Captain in a ſurly tone 


Cries out, pack up ye Raſcals and be gone. 


Kick'd out, we ſet the beſt face on't we coud, 

And theſe two Kids,to* a ppeaſe his angry oh 

I bear, of which the Devil give him god. 
LTCIDAS 

Good Gods, I heard a quite contrary Tale; 

That from the {loaping Mountaia to the Vale, 

And dodder'd Oak, and all the Banks along, 

Menalcas ſav'd his Fortune with a Song. 
MOERTS. 

Such was the News, indeed, but Songs & Rlumes 

Prevail, as much in theſe hard ron times, 

As would a plump of trembling Fowl, that riſe 

Againſt an Eagle fouſing frgm the Skies. 

And had not Phzbaus warnd ine by the croak 

Of an old Raven from a hollow Oak, 

To ſhun debate, Menalcis had been ſlain, 


And Moeri; not ſurviv'd him to complain. 


E 4 LTCIDAS. 


(76) : 

EFCIDESS 

Now Heaven defend ! could barbarous rage preyail 
So far, the ſacred Mules to affail ? 

Who then ſhou'd ling theNymphs,or who rehearſe 


——_—_— 


The waters gliding in a ſmoother Verle ! 

Or Amaryllis praile that heavenly lay, 

That ſhorten'd as we went, our tedious way ; 

O Tityrus, tend my herd and fee them fed ; 

To Morning paſtures Evening waters led : 

And *ware the Lyb/4z Ridgils butting head. 

MOERIS. 

Or what unkniſh'd He to YVarzs read ; 

Thy name,O YVarxs (if the kinder pow'rs (Tow rs 

Preſerve our plains, and ſhield the Mantuar 

Obnoxious by (Cremonas neighbring Crime,) 

The wings of Swans, and ſtronger pinion'd 
(Rhyme, 

Shall raiſe alofr, and ſoaring bear above 


Th' immortal Gift of gratitude to Jove. 


(77) 
LTCID 4K 


Sing on, ſing on, for I can ne're be cloy'd, 


So may thy Swarms the baleful Eugh avoid: 

So may thy Cows their burden'd Bags diſtend 

And Trees to Goats their willing branches bend ; 

Mean as I am, yet have the Mules made 

Me free, a Member of the tunetul Trade : 

At leaſt the Shepherds ſcem to like my lays, 

But I diſcern their flattery from their praiſe : 

I nor to Cinna's Ears, nor Varws dare aſpire ; 

But gabble like a Gooſe, amidſt the Swan-like 
(quires, 

MOERTS. 

' | *Tis whatT have been conning 1n my mind ; 

Nor are they Verſes of a Vulgar kind. 

| Come Galatea, come, the Seas forſake, 


> | What pleaſures can the Tides with their hoarſe' 
(murmurs make ? 


Sce on the Shore inhabits purple ſpring ; 
Where Nightingales their Love-ſick ditty ſing ; 
SEC 
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See Meads with purling Streams, with Flow'rs ? 


(the ground 
The Grottoes cool, with ſhady Poplars crown'd 


by 


And creeping Vines to Arbours weav'd around. } 


Come then and leave the Waves tumultuous roar, 


Let the wild ſurges vainly beat the ſhore. 
L.1CFD-&8. 


Dr that ſweet Song I heard with ſuch delight 

The ſame you ſung alone one ſtarry night ; 

The tune I ſtill retain, but not the words. 
MOERTFS. 

Why, Daphnis, doſt thou ſearch in old Records, 

To know the ſcalons when the ſtars ariſe ? 

See Ceſars Lamp 1s lighted in the Skies : 

The ſtar, whoſe rays the bluſhing grapes adorn, 

And {well the kindly ripening ears of Corn. 

Under this influence, graft the tender ſhoot ; 

Thy Childrens Children ſhall enjoy the fruit. 

The reſt I have forgot, for Cares and Time 


J 


Chapge a1l things, and untune my ſoulto rhime : 


L 
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I cou'd have once ſung down a Summers Sun, +- 


But now the Chime of Poetry is done. 

My voice grows hoarſe ; I feel the Notes decay, 

As if the Wolves had ſeen me firſt to day. 

But theſe, and more then I to mind can bring, 

Menalcas has not yet forgot to ſing. 
LTCFOISS 

Thy faint Excuſes but inflame me more - 

And now the Waves roul ſilent to the ſhore. 

Huſht winds the topmoſt branches ſcarcely bend 

As if thy tuneful Song they did attend : 

Already we have half our way o'recome ; 

Far off I can diſcern Bjazors Tomb ; (Bowr 

Here, where the Labourers hands have form'd a 

Of wreathing trees, in ſinging waſte an hour. 

Reſt here thy weary Limbs, thy Kids lay down, 

We've day before us, yet to reach the Town : 


Or if ere night the gathering Clouds we fear, 


A Song will help the beating ſtorm to bear. 


And 


( 80 ) 
And that thou maiſt not be too late abroad, 
Sing, and Ple caſe thy ſhoulders of thy Load, 
MOERTIS. 
Ceaſe to entreat me, let us mind our way ; 


Another Song requires another day. 
When good Mezalcas comes, if he rejoyce, 
And find a friend at Court, Pe find a voice. 


THE 
Tenth Eclogue. 


GALLO Sv. 


— _——_——_— Rs 


| Engliſhed by Mr. S TA FFORD. 


— —— — _ ———_—_— ——_— Hes a. 
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N [cilian Nymph, aſſt my mournful ſtrains ; 
The laftI ſing in rural Notes to Swans : 


As even Lycoris may with pity view : 
VVhocandeny a yerſe to Grief and Gal/us due * 
90, 


Grant then a Verſe ſo tender and fo true, 
$ 


(8: ) | 
$0, when thy VVaters paſs beneath the Tide, 
Secure from briny mixture may they glide. 


tm - 


Begin my Gals Love and haple fs Vows ; 
VVhile, on the tender Twigs, the Cattel browſe 2 
Nothing is deaf z Woods liſten, while we fing, 
And ecchoingGroves reſound andMountamnsring. 
Ye Naiades, what held you from his aid, 

When to unpitid flames he was betray'd? 

Nor 4z4nippe terapted you away, 

Nor was Parnaſſus guilty of your ſtay : 

The Bays, whoſe honours he ſo long had kept, 


The lofty Bays and humble Herbage wept. 


When #retcht beneath a Rock, he ſigh'd alone, 
The Mountain pines and Mexals did groan, : 
And cold Lycews wept from every ſtone. 

His Flock ſurrounded him : nor think thy fame 
Impair'd /great Poet) by a Shepherd's name ; 
Ere thou and I our ſheep to Paſtures led, 

His Flocks the Goddeſs lov'd Adonis fed, 


; (82) 
The Shepherds .came ; the ſluggiſh Neat-herd 
(Swains, 
And Swine- herds reeking from their Maſt and 
= (Grains. 


All askt from whence this frenzy ? Phwbrs came 


To ſee his Poet, Phabus askt the ſame : 
And is (he cry'd) that cruel Nymph thy care; ? 
Who, flying thee, can for thy Rival dare 


The Froſts,and Snow,and all the frightful forms | 
of War. : 


$7/vanus came, thy fortune to deplore ; 

A Wreath of Lillies on his head he wore. 

Paz came, and wondring we beheld him too, 
His skin all dy'd of a Vermilion hue : 
He cry'd, what mad deſigns doſt thou purſue ? 
Nor fatisfy'd with dew the graſs appears 

With browze the Kids, nor cruel Love with tears, 
When thus (and ſorrow melted in his eyes) 


Galizs to his Arcadian friends replies : 


fide anddc oat... 
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Ye gentle Swains, ſing to the Rocks my moan, 


(For you Arcadian Swains ſhou'd (ing alone :) 

How calm a reft my wearied Ghoſt wou'd have, 

If you adorn'd my Love and mourn'd my Grave ? 

O that your birth and buſineſs had been mine, 

To feed a Flock, or preſs the ſwelling Vine ! 

Had Phillis, or had Galatea been 

My Love, or any Maid upon the Green, 

(What if her Face the Nut-brown Livery wear; 

Are Violets not ſweet, becauſe not fair ?) 

Secure in that unenvied ſtate, among 

The Poplars, I my careleſs limbs had flung ; 

Phillis had made me Wreaths, and Galatea lung. 

Behold, fair Nymph , what bliſs che Country 

(yields 

The flowry Meads, the purling Streams, the 
(laughing Fields. 

Next all the Pleaſures of the Foreſt ſee : 


Where 1 could melt away my years with Thee. 


But 


"ID (84) 


Bat furious Love denies me ſoft repole, 


And hurls me on the pointed ſpears of foes. 
While thou (but ah ! that I ſhould find it ſo, 
Without thy Gals for thy Guide, doſt go 


Through all the German Colds,and Alpine Snow. 


Yer, flying me, no hardſhip maiſt thou meet ; 
Nor Snow nor Ice oftend thoſe tender feet. 

But let me run to defarts , and rehearſe 

Octmy Sicilian reeds Enphorions Verſe; 
Ev'n in the Dens of Monſters let me lye, | 


Thoſe I can tame, but not your cruelty. 


# 


On ſmootheſt rinds of Trees, Ple carve my woe ; 


And as the rinds encreaſe, the love ſhall grow. 
Then, mixt with Nymphs, on M:aalzs reſort, 
Ile make the Boar my danger and my ſport. 
Vhen, from the Vales the jolly cry refounds, 


Whit rainor cold ſhall keep me from my Hounds ? 


Methinks my ears the ſprightly conſort fills ; 


I ſeem to bound thro Woods and mount ore Hills. 


My 


(83% ) 
My Arm of a Cydonian Javelin ſeiz'd, 
As if by this my madneſs cou'd be eas'd ; ; 
Or, by our mortal woes, the cruel God appeas'd. 
My frenzy changes now ; and Nymphs and Verſe 
(I hate, 
And Woods; for ah, what toil can ſtubborn 
(Love abate | 


Shou'd we to drink the frozen Hebrus go, 

And ſhiver in the cold Sythonian Snow, 

Or to the {ſwarthy Erhiopes Chme remove, | 
Parcht all below, and burning all above, 


: Me 
Evn there wou'd Love o'recome ; then, let us 


yield to Love 
Let this fad Lay ſuffice, by ſorrow breath'd, 
VVhile bending Twigs I into Baskets wreath'd : 


DJ 


My rural Numbers, in their homely guiſe 
Gallus, becauſe they came from me, will prize : 
Gallus, whole growing Love my breaſt does rend, 


As ſhooting Trees the burſting Park diſtend. 


Now 
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Now rife, for Night and Dow the Fields invade 


And 7: 215-7 15 an unwholeſome ſhade: . 


Blaſts kili the Corn by night, and Flow'rs _ 
(Mildew fade. \ 
DH 


Bright 71:/pcr twinkles from afar ; away 


Ny Kids, for you have had a fecalt to day. 


T LiI-i- 
T aſi F 
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| att Eclogue 
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IA , 
[ ranitated, or rather Imitated, 


in Þ _ 1666. 


\ Ne lahour more; O Arethrſ, yield 


Some Verics to my Gaizzs cre we part, 
Sucl as may one d2y break Lzcoris Heart, 


As ſhe did his, who can refuſe a Song, 


- 
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c one that lov d lowell, and dy'd ſo young: 


Pefore Lleave the Shepherds and the Field: 


90 
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0 may {t thou thy belovd Ml ID DE 


When thou creep'{t under the $:c1242;2 Seas, 
Begin, and {ing Ga//zs unhappy hres, 

Whilſt yonder Goat to yonder branch aſp! 
Out of his reach. We ling not to the deat ; 
An anſwer comes from every trembling leat. 
What Woods, what Forreſts had int1c'd your it: 


Ye Njades, why Canilc Ye nor away e 


p—w= 


When Gallus dy'd by an unworthy blame, 
Parnaſſus knew, and lov'd too well his Mame 
To ſtop your courſe ; nor co:ild your halty flight 
Be {tay'd by Piadas, which was his delight. 
Him the freſh Lawrels, him the lowly Heat! 
Bewaild with dewy tears ; his parting breath 
Made lofty M&14/z5 hang his piny Head ; 
Lycean Marbles wept when he was dead. 

. 
Under a lonely Tree he lay and pind, 
His Flock about him feeding on the Wind, 
As he on love ; ſuch kind and gentic Sheep, 


Even fair Advzis would be proud to keep. 


by ry+? 
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There came the Shepherds,there the weary Hinds, 


Thither Mexalcas parcht with Froſt and Winds. 
All ask him whence, for whom this fatal love, 


Apollo came his Arts and Herbs to prove ? 
Why Gallus ? why ſo fond, he ſays, thy flame, 
Thy care, Licoris, is anothers game ; 
For him ſhe ſighs and raves, him ſhe purſues 
Thorough the mid-day heats and morning-dews ; 
Over the ſnowy Clifts and frozen ſtreams, 
Through noiſy Camps.Up Gallus, leave thy dreams, 
She has left thee. Still lay the drooping Swain 
Hanging his mournful head, Phwbus 1n vain 
Offers his Herbs, imploys his Counſel here ; 
'Tis all refus'd, or anſwer'd with a tear. (Trees 
What ſhakes the Branches ! what makes all the 
Begin to bow their heads, the Goats their Knees * 
Oh ! *tis Silvanns, with his moſſie Beard 

* And jcafy Crown, attended by a Herd 
Of Wood-born Satyrs ; ſee ! he ſhakes his Spear, 
A Grecn roung Oal,, the talleſt of the year. 

Paz 


2 (89) 
Pan the Arcadian God forſook the Plains, 
Mov'd with the ſtory of his Gals pains. 


We ſaw him come with Oaten-pipes in hand, 
Painted with Berries-juice ; we ſaw him ſtand 
And gaze upon his ſhepherds bathing eyes; 

And what, no end, no end of grief he cries ! 
Love, little minds all thy conſuming care, 

Or reſtleſs thoughts, they are his dayly fare. 

Nor cruel Love with tears,nor Graſs with ſhow's» 
NorGoats with tender ſprouts,norBees with flow'ts 
Are ever fatisfy'd. Thus ſpoke the God, 

And toucht the Shepherd with his Hazle-Rod : 
He, ſorrow ſlain, ſeeni'd to revive, and ſaid, 

But yet Arcadians 1s my grict allay'd, 

To think that in theſe Woods, and Hills, & Plains, 
When I am ſilent in the Grave, your Swains 
Shall ſing my Loves, Arcadiaz Swains inſpir'd 

By Phebus ; Oh ! how gently ſhall theſetir'd 
And fainting Limbs repoſe in endleſs fleep, 
Whilſt your ſiveet Notes my love immortal keep - 
Would 


Would it had pieas'dthe Cods, I had been born 
Juſt one of you, and taught to wind a Horn, 
Or weild a Hook, or prune a branching Vine, 
And known no other Love, but P/1;s thine ; 

Or thine Amiztas ; what though both are browns 
So are the Nuts and Berries on the Down, 
Amongſt the Vines the Willows and the Springs, 
Phillis makes Garlands, and Am:ztas fings. 

No cruel abſence calls my love away, 

Further then Bleeting Sheep can go aſtray, 

Here my L7zcor:s, hereare ſhady Groves, 

Here Fountains cool, and Meadorrs ſoit, our loves 
And lives may nere together wear and end: 

O the true Joys of ſuch a Fate and Friend ! 

I now am hurricd by ſevere Commands, 

Into remoteit Parts, among the Bands 

Of armed Troops ; there by my foes purſu'd ; 
Here by my friends ; but ſtill by love ſabdu'd. 
Thou far irom home, and me, art wandring o're 
The 4/p;ze $nows, the farthelt Weſtern ſhore, 
The 
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The frozen Rhi/zz. Whenare we like to meet 
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Ah, gently, gently, leaſt thy tender feer 

Be cut with Ice. Cover thy lovely arms ; 

The Northern cold relents not at their charms : 

Away Ile go into fome ſhady Bowers, 

And ſing the Songs I made in happter hours, 

And charm my woes. How can I better chule, 

Then amongſt wildeſt Woods my ſelf to loſe, 

And carve our Loves upon the tender Trees, 

There they will thrive ? Sec how my loveagrees, 

With the young Plants: look how they grow 
(together, 

In ſpizht of Abſence, and in ſp12t of Weather. 

Mean while, Ple climb that Rock, and rarable o're 


Yon wooddy Hill ; Ile chaſe the grizly Boar 


5 2 


le find Diana's and her Nymphs reſort ; 


No Froſts, no Storms, {hall {lack my eager Sport. 


Methinks I'm wandring a!l about the Rocks 


And hollow ſounding Woods: look how my Locks 


Are 
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Aretorn withBoughs & Thorns; myShafts are gone 


ne... 


My legs are tir'd, and all my ſport is done. 


Alas! this is no cure for my Dilcaſe ; 


Nor can our toils that angry God appeaſe. (more, 


Now neither Nymphs, nor Songs can pleaſe me 


Nor hollow Woods, nor yet the chafed Boar : 
No ſport, no labour, can divert my grief : 


Without Licorrs there 1s no relief. 


Though I ſhould drink up Hebers Icie Streams, 
Or S:3tht1z Snows, yet ſtill her fiery beams 
Would ſcorch me vp. Whatever we can prove, 


Love conquers all, and we muſt yield to Love. 


